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CIGARETTES 

A  c.irton  of  Camels  will  bring  a  happy  Yule- 
ndu  smile  to  any  cigarette  smoker  on  your 
list.  These  cartons  come  all  dressed  up  in  a 
strikingly  handsome  Christmas  design  with 

a  "gift  card"  right  on  top. 

Remember:    More  people 

are  smoking  Camels  than 

ever  before! 


It.  J.  Iti-yiiolds  ToIj;ifci)  CiimiKiiiy.  Wiik^l;iii-S;il(;'iii.  Nollli  Carolina 

Pmivce 
Albert 


SMOKING    TOBACCO 


Prince  Albert  Smoking  Tobacco 
—  for  pipes  or  roU-your-own 
cigarettes  — is  America's  biggest- 
selling  tobacco.  Smokers  know  it 
as  the  National  Joy  Smoke  be- 
cause it's  so  rich  tasting,  so  mild 
and  easy  on  the  tongue.  You'll 
enjoy  giving  Prince  Albert— in 
the  colorful  Christmas-wrapped 
one-pound  tin. 


STEVENS 

FARMINGTON  SHOP 


A  kitten  never  felt  softer. 
But  these  sweaters  actually  purr  when  you  give  them  a  bath. 
You  see,  they're  35%  angora  and  65%  wool.   The  wool  is  a  good  foundation 

for  angora.    It  helps  keep  those  soft  fibers  from  matting. 
1+  gives  these  pull-over  and  cardigan  sweaters 

shape  and  substance  so  they  have  a  beautiful,  dutiful  life. 
In  white,  pink,  maize  and  blue.     Sizes  34  to  40. 
Pull-over  $7.95  Cardigan   $10.95 

CHAS.    A.    STEVENS    &    CO.,    STATE    STREET,    CHICAGO 


A  casual  date  with  Gamma  Phi,  C  J.  Wiekart  isn't  casual  when  she's  wearing  this  smartly  styled 
suit.  The  new  look  is  featured  in  the  Peter  Pan  collar,  cuffed  sleeves,  straight  skirt,  and  large  pockets. 
What  could  be  more  appropriate  for  Yuletitde  open  houses  than  a  suit  that's  fit  for  a  queen.  In  this 
outstanding  suit,  C  J.  knows  how  to  have  that  smooth  appearance  before  she  leaves  that  special  man 
for  Christmas  vacation 
Comes  in  sizes  10  to  20 $39.95 


|unior  vogue 
1629  ORRlNGTON  AVENUE 

"Next  Door  to  Cooley's" 


fA 


^rr.^^,:^ 


FOR  IMPORTANT  EVENINGS  .  .  . 

for  a  gown  that  whispers  as  you  dance 
You'll  find  a  big  selection  of  formals  and 
ballerinas  for  merry  holiday  dining  and 
dancing  at  dore  modes. 

Priced  from  $25.00 


6J0    Church 


Eranstoii 


1^ 


lake  this  Christmas  a  Merrv  One! 


Nancy  Blanchard,  A.  D.  Pi,  and  Eleanor  Fraser,  Chi  O,  have  found  the 
solution   to   their  Christmas  shopping  problems  at   Reid  &   Kersting. 


Y< 


OU'LL  find  a  complete  selection  of  com- 
fortable, all  wool  sweaters,  colorful  sport  shirts, 
handsome  argyles — everything  for  the  man  in 
your  life  at  Reid  &  Kersting.  Do  your  Christ- 
mas Shopping  Early. 


REID   &  KERSTING 


1719     Sherman 
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For  (1?1  exciting  SCclSOn  of  foiDUtlitW     Ginny  VanderVeen,  Delta  Gamma, 
wears  a  precious  Gibson  Girl  gown  of  whispering  rayon  taffeta.  .  .  its  gala  bouf- 
fant  skirt  gently   draped   and   caught   by   a   soft  bow.    Pastel  shades  in  junior 
sizes.  $29.95. 


iust  one  from  the  lovely  collection  of  holiday  fornuils 
shown  in  The  Formal  Room,  on  the  Second  Floor. 


EVANSTON 


LETTERS    TO    TH  E 
EDITORS 

Germany— U.  S.  Zone- 
Dear  Editor: 

After  having  established  an  Inter- 
national Correspondence  Bureau,  I, 
on  behalf  of  members  on  my  wait- 
ing list,  take  leave  to  applv  to  you. 
May   I   request   you    to   put   me   in 
touch   with   readers   of  vom'   nraga- 
zine     interested     in     friendly     corre- 
spondence. 

Having  been  secluded  from  the  outside 
world  these  long  years,  and  yearning  for  a 
real  democratic  eirlightenment.  .  .  .  my  mem- 
bers ivould  only  too  gladlv  welcome  and 
answer  letters  from  abroad.  Most  of  mv 
members  have  a  fairly  good  knowledge  of 
English,  but  woidd  also  be  pleased  to  write 
in  German. 

Individuals  and  groups  of  per.sons  mav 
communicate  directlv.  stating  their  particu- 
lars and  interests.  If  possible,  two  or  three 
reply  coupons  should  be  enclosed  to  cover 
expenses,  and  also,  to  save  time,  an  introduc- 
tory letter  to  future  pen-friends  over  here 
will  be  appreciated. 

Pen-friendships    are    a    step    towards    the 
creation  of  that  international  friendship  and 
goodwill  that  is  so  essential  to  understanding 
and  peace,  don't  you  think  .so? 
Yours  hopefully, 

(Miss)  Airna-Maria  Braun. 


She's  got  the  right  idea,  characters  and 
coeds.  If  interested,  and  toe  hope  you  will 
be,  get  address  from   tlie  Parrot. 

The  Co-eds. 


ON  THE  COVER:  Through  a  frost-encrusted, 
holly-wreathed  window  peer  Bill  Johnson  (ATfi) 
and  Cinny  Hooper  (KA),  which  means  yuletide 
greetings  from  the  Parrot.  Photo  is  by  Ted  Fred- 
strom  and  Paul  Mailory. 


PHOTO  CREDITS:  Cover,  Ted  Fredstrom;  p.  18,  Bruce 
Bleitz,  Bill  Cummings,  Hamilton  Cox,  Paul  Date.  Bud 
Blake,  Paul  Mailory;  p.  19-20,  A!  Baum,  Ted  Fredstrom, 
Paul   Mailory;  p.  21,   Roger  Wyckoff,   Paul   Mailory. 
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BIRD'S 


Our  H(ij)j>\  Home 

An  entertaining  psycli  prof  ^\•e  know- 
passed  on  to  us  a  verbal  exchange  he 
heard  recently  and  we'd  like- to  let  you 
know  about  it  for  our  own  reasons. 
The  concise  conversation  began  with 
a  graduate  assistant  making  the  rather 
obvious  and  uninspired  observation 
that  apparently  jicople  come  to  Evan- 
ston  to  die,  judging  from  the  pace  of 
the  tOAvn.  Another  assistant,  some- 
what more  precocious,  riposted,  "What 
else  is  there  to  do  here!" 

*  *  * 
Overheard     at     the     North^^•estern 

game:  "The  only  break  the  Wildcats 
have  had  all  year  was  Sarke- 
sian's  arm".  .  .  .  Vocational 
guidance  aihice  for  fresh- 
men: study  two  hours  for 
every  hoiu"  in  class.  The  best 
way  to  acc(jm])lish  it— cut 
classes. 

Casuah\  ol  ilie  week:  one 
speech    school    student    shot 
down  while  flying  low  over       '^r~^ 
U.H.    (It  coiddn't  have  hap- 
pened to  a  nicer  guy!) 

*  *  » 
Note 

On  the  vagrancy  of  human  malady: 
we  walked  into  the  Parrot  office  the 
other  day  and  were  asked  how  we 
were.  Our  automatic  response  was, 
"Fine,  thanks.  And  you?"  The  in- 
tense little  girl  who  was  typing  copy 
and  who  started  this  whole  business 
answered.  "I've  "ot  siuh  a  sore  throat 


that  I  can't  see  straight."  We  felt  like 
suggesting  a  general  medical  check, 
but  didn't  bother. 


Eter)ial  Light 

Sheridan  place  is  one  of  those  dark, 
terribly  tjuiet  streets  in  Evanston 
which  is  forbiddingly  private  and 
somewhat  foreboding.  Resting  incon- 
spicuously about  half  way  between 
Lincoln  Street  and  the  Bah'ai  Temple, 
it's  pretty  well  siurounded  ^vith  tall 
oaks,  -ivhich,  obedient  to  their  owners, 
efficiently  obscure  this  little  L-shaped 
street  from  passing  Sheridan  road  mo- 
torists. The  homes  are  set  back  from 
the  dark  street.  They're  all  quite  large 
and  more  murder-mysteryish  than 
suburban. 

One  of  these  in  particular  has  al- 
ways  fascinated  and  mystified  us  on 
afterdark      -^v'alks      up      this 
street.  Playing  on  the  second 
story    windo-(\'    of    ^vhat    ap- 
pears to  be  a  bedroom  of  a 
particularly     massive     struc- 
ture is  a  powerful  and  bril- 
liant  spot    liglit.     Its   beams 
intrude  upon  the  pervading 
blackness  and  find  their  way  even  to 
the  next  house  on  the  block,  not  too 
close  by. 

We've  wondered  about 
this  for  a  long  time,  and  last 
iveek  we  heard  a  fairlv  credi- 
ble story  about  it  which  may 
or  mav  not  be  true.  'We're 
going  to  belie\e  it,  however; 
not  because  we  are  credulous 
but  because  we  are  admitted- 
ly romantic  and  like  this 
tale.  It  makes  our  street 
twice  as  Conan  Doyle-ish. 
An  elderly  woman,  the  :vidow  of 
the  "lord"  of  our  mansion,  tremu- 
lously occupies  this  chamber.  Appar- 
ently her  little  -u'orld  -was  a  secure  one, 
considering  the  fact  that  her  husband 
was  gone,  until  one  frightening  niglit 
a  few  years  ago.  On  that  sinister  night 
a  neinotic  malcontent  of  om-  socictv, 
(let's  call  him  that)  taking  ad\antage 
of  the  blackness  of  Sheridan  place  and 


in  question,  opened  the  widow's  un- 
locked window  and  entered  her  room. 
We  must  relate  apologetically  that 
he  was  only  going  to  steal  that  night. 
At  any  rate  Jean  Valjean-like,  he 
didn't  do  too  good  a  job,  for  he 
knocked  over  a  Wedgewood  \ase  or 
something  and  scared  the  fragile  wits 
out  of  our  matron.  The  noise  aroused 
her  heroic  son,  \\ho  ^\as  belo\\-  reading 

o 

something  or  other,  let's  say  Poe.  He 
bravely  grabbed  a  Luger  and  menac- 
ingly confronted  the  housebreaker. 
The  Evanston  police  came  dutifidlv 
and  started  to  take  him  a^vay.  As  thev 
\vere  doing  so,  he  looked  iqD  at  the 
^vindow  through  ^vhich  he  had  entered 
the  house  and  szw  the  woman  he  had 
terrified.  Shaking  a  threatening  fist 
at  her,  he  shouted,  "I'll  get  you  for  this 
some  day."  The  light  is  ahvays  on 
no^v  and  so  far  as  ^\•e  kno-w 
he  Iiasn't  gotten  her  vet. 

Prescience 

If  you  don't  mind  our 
talking  shop,  ive'd  like  to 
tell  you  aboiu  a  prett\-  diffi- 
cult task  ^\e  were  handed  the 
other  day  by  one  of  our  coed-coed  i- 
tors.  If  it  weren't  for  the  fact  that 
she  unscrupulously  emploxs  her  un- 
mistakable charms  at  such  times,  we 
\vould  ha\e  turned  her  down  cold. 
She  asked  us  to  i\rite  200  \\-ords  on 
the  Piiiplc  Parrot  to  appear  in  the 
spring  in  the  Svllabus,  written  as 
though  the  school  vear  -(^-ere  o\er  and 
we  were  simnning  iqj  our  ad\entures 
and  accomj^lishments. 

That  ^voiddn't  have  been  bad  were 
it  not  for  the  fact  that  we  simplv  don't 
kno^\•  where  the  Parrot  ^vill  be  next 
Jinie.  The  "man  and  ^^■onlan  of  tlie 
year"  contest,  for  years  the  financial 
mainstay  of  the  magazine,  has  been 
taken  awav  from  us.  Printins  costs 
are  as  high  as  the  female  hemline  used 
to  i)e.  and  the  single  copy  price  of  the 
magazine  remains  the  same.  Adver- 
tisers, la\isiiing  in  a  seller's  market, 
aren't  too  anxious  to  advertise.  The 
Parrot  has  to  pay  its  own  wav  so  it's 


I  he  proximity  of  a  gable  to  the  room      v\\y  to  tlie  stall  to  see  that  there  will  be 
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a  magazine  in  June  and  next  year. 
Incidentally,  ^ve're  happy  to  report 
that  the  first  issue  sold  out.  We  didn't 
even  get  our  free  copy. 

Writing  for  publication  some  seven 
months  ahead  of  time  is  quite  a  job. 
It  means  fabricating  a  story  that  will 
not  collide  with  the  facts  that  the 
future  will  produce.  We  think  we 
handled  the  task  rather  ingeniously 
if  you  don't  mind  our  slapping  our 
own  back.  We  simply  reported  with 
sonre  amplification  what  had  hap- 
pened so  far.  Then  we  took  care  of 
the  next  seven  months  with  the  indis- 
putable phrase.    "The  rest  is  history." 

Hats  on  in  a 
Haunted  House 

That  terrible  symptom  of  an  era 
whose  return  we  fear  is  now  with  us. 
We  are  speaking  of  the  green  beanie, 
the  chapeau  -(vhich  labels  a  freshman 
as  a  freshman.  Ever  since  we  took  our 
first  postAvar  draught  of  Evanston  wa- 
ter, we  ha\e  waited  for  ^vhat  we  hoped 
would  ne\er  return:  that  elusive  some- 
thing called  school  spirit  or  rah-rah- 
ism  or  ^vhat  -will  you.  Speaking  for 
ourselves  A\e  consider  it  dangerously 
close  to  nationalism.  Don't  laugh.  We 
know  that  this  is  all  juvenile  and  un- 
important. But  we  have  a  dreadful 
fear  that  a  school  dominated  by  a 
spirit  of  "we're  the  greatest"  is  a  micro- 
cosm of  a  country  that  feels  "we're  the 
greatest".  It's  all  rieht  to  feel  that  we 
are  the  best  and  have  the  best  system. 
We  feel  pretty  n\uch  that  ^^■ay.  But  it 
doesn't  take  much  thinking  to  see 
that  a  blatant  cthnocentrisni  has  no 
patience  ^vith  others  who  may  not  be 
great  merely  because  it's  geographi- 
cally impossible  for  everyone  to  live 
here;   or,  :\ith  others  who  are  great. 

Green  caps  are  excellent  symbols  of 
a  local  society  which  places  a  great 
deal  of  importance  on  superficial 
things  when  seriousness  could  stand  a 
damned  good  hearing.  'We're  not  party 
poopers.  But  after  all,  how  acceptable 
is  the  green  cap  anti  the  hickory  pad- 
dle after  a  very  genuine  flirtation 
with  the  death  of  civilization.  Most  of 
the  fresh-faced  people  wearing  these 
thinos   never   felt   the   realitv   of  war 


and  we  can't  blame  them  for  being 
abject  to  the  system.  The  alarming 
thing  is  that  many  of  the  "leaders"  of 
"let's  be  collegiate"  movement  and 
many  of  its  supporters  were  up  against 
the  most  brutal  facts  of  life  not  so  long 
ago.  Now  they're  back  to  a  very  dan- 
gerous non  i.al. 

We  hope  we're  not  wrecking  any- 
body's dreamboat.  The  only  reason  we 
hope  that  no  one  is  laughing  at  us  is 
in  fear  of  the  fact  that  we  may  have  to 
say  "I  told  you  so"  some  day.  We  don't 
like  to  say  "I  told  you  so." 

Oj  Oaks  and  Men 

Seeing  as  how  some  people  wonder 
about  such  things  it's  probably  time 


to  let  you  know  just  whal-in-hell  Deru 
is.  The  group  in  a  little  booklet  has 
all  the  answers.  It  was  established  in 
1896,  which  makes  it  pretty  hoary,  in 
response  to  a  need  "tor  a  closer  bond 
between  undergraduate  life  and  uni- 
versity authority."  It  is  composed  of  a 
group  of  men  chosen  during  their 
junior  year  on  the  basis  of  "scholar- 
ship, general  ability  and  trusted  alle- 
giance to  Northwestern  University." 
That  last  part  soimds  like  a  paragraph 
out  of  the  Taft-Hartley  Act,  but  let 
it  pass.  An  old  dead  oak  tree  stands 
as  the  symbol  of  this  intense  group  of 
citizens.  From  this  the  name  Deru, 
the  Druid  wore!  for  oak.  You  work  it 
oiu:  we  can't. 


'Oh,  Come  all  ye  faithful 
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Somewhere  up  in  the 
frozen  north  there 
must  be  a  cause  for 
this  guy  named  Santa. 


THE  ''etAIIcS^*  OF  IT  AIdId 

by  Bob  Surrey 


Few  people  had  ever  actually  seen 
my  uncle  Thadius.  Although  he  was 
professor  of  cosmology  down  the  street 
at  the  university,  and  had  delivered 
three  lectures  a  day  for  twenty  years, 
I  don't  believe  there  was  a  soul  out- 
side of  the  immediate  fainily  who 
could  have  told  you  what  he  looked 
like.  You  see,  Old  Thad  (as  we  so 
affectionately  called  him)  was  about 
the  size  of  a  midget  who  smoked  in 
childhood.  When  he  gave  a  lecture, 
the  rostrimi  completely  hid  him.  On 
the  street,  he  always  wore  the  raccoon 
coat  given  him  by  the  class  of  '29.  All 
that  could  be  seen  of  him  were  two 
pointed  ears  rising  above  the  collar. 
This  gave  people  the  wrong  impres- 
sion of  Thad.  He  may  have  been  odd. 
but  he  WASN'T  a  pixie. 

I'm  telling  you  all  this  about  Thad 
because  it  was  just  about  this  time  last 
year  that  he  came  to  me  with  the  idea 
which  was  to  prove  the  cause  of  his 
death.  Old  Thad  and  I  had  always 
been  friends,  so  he  came  to  me  for 
help.  It  was  about  .Santa  Glaus.  Ac- 
cording to  Thad.  every  Effect  had  to 
have  a  Cause,  which  is  just  saying 
something  everybody  knows  in  lan- 
guage nobody  understands.  In  this 
case,  he  believed  that  there  had  to  be 
a  cause  behind  all  the  talk  aboiu  Santa 
Glaus,  and  that  Cause  could  be  noth- 
ing else  except  the  actual  existence  of 
such  a  personage.  I  still  think  Thadius 


believed  in  Santa  Glaus  luuil  the  day 
of  his  death,  but  that's  another  part 
of  the  story.  At  any  rate.  Uncle  Thad 
^vanted  me  to  go  with  hinr  to  the 
North  Pole  in  search  of  St.  Nick. 

Looking  back  on  it  all,  I  see  no^v 
that  I  should  have  ended  the  story 
then  and  there.  But  being  an  adven- 
turesome lad,  a  trip  to  the  North  Pole 
rather  fascinated  me,  and  I  decided  to 
go  along  with  the  gag.  I  told  him  I 
would  go,  and  then  forgot  all  about 
the  incident. 

One  night  about  a  ^veek  later,  I  Avas 
shaken  out  of  a  deep  dream  of  sugar- 
plums by  some  sort  of  hideous  little 
monster.  It  turned  out  to  be  Old 
Thad.  all  dressed  up  in  his  ",\rctic" 
clothes.  Motioning  me  to  follow,  he 
crept  down  the  hall  to  his  room,  eject- 
ing a  raucous  "shhhh"  every  few  feet. 
It  seems  he  had  a  complete  North  Pole 
outfit  for  me,  too,  all  laid  out  on  his 
bed.  For  the  first  time  I  realized  that 
Thad  was  in  dead  earnest  about  tliis 
Santa  Glaus  affair,  but  it  was  too  late 
now  to  back  out,  and  besides,  I  had 
rather  caught  the  spirit  of  the  thing 
myself. 

,\s  I  dressed.  Uncle  Thad  told  mc 
about  the  arrangements  he  had  made. 
He  had  been  saving  all  his  life  for  just 
such  an  occasion  as  this,  and  had  im- 
earthed  from  his  hiding  place  in  the 
basement  a  roll  of  bills  big  enough  to 
(  hokc  a  mastodon.    He  had  chartered 


a  plane  in  strictest  secrecy,  and  had 
hired  the  services  of  a  Mr.  Rogg,  whom 
he  had  met  at  the  last  meeting  of  his 
lodge,  as  pilot  and  guide.  Mr.  Rogg 
claimed  to  have  been  to  the  North 
Pole  with  Admiral  Bvrd.  The  plane 
was  completely  ecjuipped.  Old  Thad 
assured  me,  and  was  even  then  Alarm- 
ing up  for  the  flight. 

Dawn  foiuid  us  droning  peacefully 
over  Lake  Michigan.  Mr.  Rogg  was 
indeed  a  pilot,  although  it  turned  out 
later  his  guiding  wasn't  so  hot,  and  as 
the  plane  was  a  big,  comfortable  one, 
I  fell  asleep.  I  must  admit  I  slept  most 
of  the  way  to  the  North  Pole,  or  what 
I  thought  at  the  time  was  the  North 
Pole.  Uncle  Thad  fell  asleep,  too,  be- 
cause the  next  thing  we  knew,  Mr. 
Rogg  A\as  Avaking  us  both  and  roaring 
gleefidly,  "We're  here,  ^\'e're  here." 
Sure  enough.  A\-hen  we  looked  out  the 
windoAv,  there  Avas  nothing  but  a  lot 
of  snoi\-  everywhere.  It  didn't  seem  as 
though  I  had  slept  for  more  than  a 
few  hoius.  but  the  clock  showed  that 
it  had  been  a  full  twelve  hoius  since 
we  had  taken  oft.  Uncle  Thad  got  to 
work  getting  out  the  snow  shoes  and 
skis  and  helmets  and  goggles  and 
knapsacks,  so  that  \\-hen  we  landed, 
we  were  all  set  to  jimip  out  and  start 
searchinu  for  Santa's  home.  Mr.  Ro^g; 
was  to  stav  and  watch  the  jjlane.  He 
told  us  that  Santa  Glaus  Avould  im- 
iCotiti/iiictl  nti  jjage  2*?) 
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THE  GREATEST  GIFT 

by   Milt   Schwartz, 

Apologia:  For  people  ivho  believe  in  Eastern   bunnies  and  other  'nice 


One  day,  almost  imperceptibly, 
things  began  to  change  rapidly  at 
Northwestern,  heretofore  such  a  grad- 
ual place.  The  engineers  noticed  it 
first.  Their  "sinking"  feeling  that  day 
was  attributed  to  dizziness  from  over- 
work. But  in  two  days,  when  every- 
thing and  everybody,  including  the 
dry  lecturers,  were  all  wet,  they  knew 
what  was  going  on.  Tech  Institute 
was  sinking  into  the  lake.  The  threat 
had  been  around  for  some  time,  but 
nobody  thought  it  would  come  like 
this.  Two  days  later  it  was  submerged, 
gone. 

The  sur\'ivors  of  this  nasty  disaster 
ran  down  to  the  geol- 
ogy department  to  get 
a  reassuring  explana- 
tion, if  nothing  more. 
As  they  were  going  up 
the  steps  of  U.  H.  and 
several  nondescript 
persons  were  going 
down,  the  largest  and 
loudest  of  the  bells  in 
U.  H.  tower  mysteri- 
ously crashed  through 
its  confining  wall  and 
thundered  to  earth, 
crushing  one  of  the 
group  going  down  the 
steps,    Bergan    Evans. 

What  was  all  of 
this?  It  was  as  though 
the  bell,  offended  at 
the  curses  flung  at  its 
cousins  at  the  S.A.E. 
temple,  had  decided 
to  strike  back.  People 
ran  to  "the  rock",  ter- 
rified, seekins:  the  se- 
curity  of  anchoring 
themselves  to  this 
sturdy  friend.  Iron- 
ical it  was  for  them  to 
call  "the  rock"  friend, 
having  stepped  and 
spat  upon  it  regularly 
in  the  past,  disdainful 
of  its  beautful  mean- 
ing. 

Then,      too,     came 


disaster.  An  obese  football  player, 
leaning  on  the  front  face  of  the  rock, 
pushed  it  over  as  though  it  were  a 
sheet  of  paper,  squashing  beneath  it  a 
delicate  English  major  who  was  plan- 
ning some  Spenserian  stanzas  on  the 
whole  terrible  business. 

A  moment  or  t^\■o  later,  weird 
sounds  could  be  heard  from  Sheridan 
road,  sounds  so  coarse  that  they  had 
never  before  been  heard  in  Evanston. 

It  was  a  strange  Bacchanalian  pa- 
rade of  drunken  revelers  carrying  vile 
signs,  like  "The  W.C.T.U.  HAS  BEEN 
0\T,RTHROWN",  and  •^VE  HAVE 
COME  TO  FREE  YOl\"    Uprooting 


tilings. 

trees  and  breaking  stained  glass  win- 
dows on  their  base  way,  they  made 
everyone  shudder,  especially  the  shal- 
low people  who  had  laughed  at  the 
women  of  temperance. 

The  Daily  stafi',  shaking  but  still 
journalists,  saw  the  opportunity  for  a 
scoop  and  use  of  headline-type  saved 
for  the  Second  Coming.  They  ran  to 
the  office  to  produce  an  extra.  Lo  and 
behold,  the  type\vriters  were  ribbon- 
less  and  the  presses  \vere  wet,  not  with 
ink,  but  with  l:)lood.  Even  the  psy- 
chology department  lost  its  feigned 
composme  when  it  heard  of  this. 
The  philosophy  staff  had  it  figined 
out.  Dr.  Schilpp, 
down  on  his  knees  and 
praying,  interrupted 
his  supplication  "of 
Thy  Mercy"  long 
enough  to  explain 
that  \ice  had  gone  too 
lar  around  here.  He 
said  that  the  \vrath  of 
"the  cosmology— er,  of 
G  o  d."  h  ad  been 
aroused  and  that  "we 
uuist  pay  for  our 
sins."  Everyone 
a  r  o  u  n  d  here,  of 
course,  believes  Dr. 
Schilpp,  and  so  every- 
one started  praying 
and  hoping  for  a 
swift  end  to  this  suf- 
fering. 

Suddenly  there  was 
a  searing  flash  in  the 
skv.  People  blinked 
and  thought  they 
wert'  in  hell.  Then 
from  abo\e  came  a 
fat 


good-natured 


ooking 


man     on 


sleigh  dra^vn  by  rein- 
deers. He  looked  ri- 
dicidously  like  Santa 
C  1  a  u  s.  HE  \VAS 
SANTA  GLAUS. 

First   he  bid  every- 
one   to    look    aroimd 
(Cont.  on  page  50) 
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for  EWE 

EWE 

and  EWhi 

by  Dave  Barnhizer 


A  score  of  years  ago,  Addington 
Raraspeck  was  the  foremost  Ewe  taxi- 
dermist in  the  entire  world. 

In  fact,  he  so  greatly  surpassed  all 
others  that  nearly  everyone  who  had 
a  Ewe  to  be  stuffed  brought  it  to  him 
—and,  as  a  result,  in  a  few  years,  he 
was  able  to  mass  quite  a  sizeable  for- 
tune. But  the  stress  of  doing  so  much 
in  so  short  a  time  left  Mr.  Ranrspeck 
in  a  very  nervous  condition  and  \\'hen, 
one  day,  someone  shoiUed  to  a  friend, 
"Hey,  Ewe,"  his  tired  Ijrain  snapped. 

From  that  day  forwaril,  .\ddington 
Ramspeck  thought  that  people  were 
Ewes.  \t  the  advice  of  a  veterinarian, 
he  was  confined  to  his  home  inider  the 
understanding  care  of  his  kind  old 
maid  who  had  been  with  him  long 
before  he  showed  his  stuff. 

As  soon  as  news  of  Mr.  Ramspeck's 
condition  got  around,  several  lo\v 
characters  descended  on  his  house- 
hold, pretending  to  be  concerned 
relatives.  They  ate  his  food,  spent 
his  money,  and  generally  gave  him  a 
good  fleecing.  Biu  the  old  gentleman 
was  constantly  pursuing  them  with  a 
bludgeon  and  a  fistful  of  kapok,  glee- 
fully lunnming  "I'll  See  Ewe  In  My 
Dreams"  or  "I'll  Get  Ewe  Yet,  Ewe 
Devil,  Ewe."  Though  it  was  somewhat 
of  a  strain  on  these  sycophants,  they 
realized  they  were  well  off,  and  so  they 
humored  him,  often  hopping  sheep- 
ishly aroiMid  on  all  fours.  BiU  the 
kind  old  maiil  \vas  too  smart  for  this 
kind  of  sheep-play  and  far  too  old  to 
be  ramming  aroimd.  So  she  decided 
to  pull  the  wool  over  the  eyes  of  the 
old  man  and  convince  him  that  she 
was  not  a  Ewe  bul   a  wall-eyed  pike. 

Whenever  .Mr.  Rams]3eck  calleil. 
she  woidd  slither  into  the  room  fish- 
like: she  ate  nothing  biu  woims  and 
minnows;  slie  slept  in  the  acjuariiun: 
and,  in  fact,  did  evervthing  biu  lay 
eggs  on  a  rock.  Finalh,  he  liii  for 
(Coiiliuiicd  oil  l>itt^c  2(1 ) 


FOR  WHOM 


"Thou  art  nothing  more  than  a 
dog,"  she  said  fiercely.  "I  obscenity 
myself  in  the  obscenity  of  your  ob- 
scenity." 

"Ah,  little  guapa,  "  he  breathed,  the 
sound  of  his  breath  rattling  through 
his  nostrils.  "Ah,  little  rabbit,  little 
Hower.   Let  me  touch  thee." 

"Ncj,"  she  replied.  "Yes,  yes,  yes. 
1  want  it.  E\erything.  I  must  be 
yours— I  mean  thine." 

As  they  sank  back  together,  the 
earth  moved,  the  result  of  an  atomic 
bomb  accidentally  dropped  into  the 
crater  of  Vesuvius. 

She  arose,  breathing  heavily.  "If 
you  had  any  cojones,"  she  said,  "thou 
\\ouldst  love  me  more." 

"I  do  have  the  cojones,"  he  pro- 
tested. "Ice-cream  cojones.  I  bought 
them    this   manana   at   Woolworth's." 

"Bah!"  she  spat.  "I  obscenity  my- 
self in  the  milk  of  human  kindness." 

"Latrina,"  he  begged.  "Do  it  not 
thus.  I  this  and  that  on  myself."  He 
opened  his  chest  to  the  breeze.  "Thou 
must  look,"  he  warned.  "I  open  my 
chest  to  the  breeze." 

"But  the  mothballs?" 

"They  are  already  inside.  The 
Bizar  has  already  done  it." 

She  smiled  faintly,  her  cropped  hair 
cropping  croppily  in  the  ^vinti.  "I  re- 
member it  well,"  she  mused.  "It  was 
not  always  so." 

Her  lace  (hnuleil.  "There  were 
men,  many  men.  They  came  while  the 
niglu  ^\as  darkest,  namely  before  it 
\vas  light.  They  stole  up  from  the 
little  town  of  Stinka,  while  the  people 
were  merry,  dancing  the  jota  and 
pota,  singing  the  old  folk-tune, 
"Whosa  Gotta  Pinta." 

"Do  not  weep,  klutza  mea,"  he 
begged.  "Tell  me  not  this  if  thou  dost 
not  \vish  it  so." 

She  smiled  lainilv.  "They  stole  up 
on  the  hill  at  night.  There  were  at 
least  six  of  them— maybe  less.  They 
took  me  from  the  sleeping-bag."  She 
began    to   sob    softlv,    biU    coniinutd. 


"They  took  me  out  on  a  dark  hillside, 
where  it  was  darkest,  and  thev  seized 
me.  One  held  me  while  the  others—". 
She  smiled  faintly,  "—the  others  took 
\\hat  they  ^vanted.  One  of  them—" 
she  shuddered,  "—one  of  them  ^\as  a 
crooked  man  A\ith  a  tall  nose,  or  a 
tall  man  with  a  crooked  nose.  I  can  not 
remember  which.  You  must  forgive 
me."   She  adjusted  her  girdle. 

"Of  course,  guapa,"  he  soothed, 
stroking  her  gently.    "Of  coiuse". 

"This  man  was  the  most  \icious  of 
all.  He  was  an  ex-dishwasher  at  the 
Automat.  He  grabbed  me  and  took—" 
she  blushed,  "—my  Dick  Tracv  button 
.  and  my  Little  Orphan  Annie  Secret 
Code  Ring,  that  which  it  took  me 
three  Ovaltine  lids  to  procure." 

""The  scoundrels,"  he  said  softly. 
"I  riui  from  the  sight  of  their  obscen- 
ity." 

"The  next  ^vas  a  hod-carrier,  him 
of  the  long  black  hair  and  short 
clipped  moustaches— or  mavbe  it  ^\as 
the  other  way  around.  I  can  not  seem 
to  remember."  She  cried  quietlv, 
blowing  her  nose  into  his  pocket. 

""Mind  thee  not,  little  rabbit-fever," 
he  said,  patting  her  on  the  head  with 
a  spiked  did).  '"Get  thee  on  with  the 
tale." 

'"I  cainioi.  It  is  too  ugh  for  thine 
ears." 

"I  give  thee  permission  to  tell  it  to 
my  nose,  then." 

She  smiled  faintly.  "They  beat  me," 
she  said  quietly.  "They  beat  me  with 
wet  sponges  initil  I  could  not  stand." 

""Then?" 

'"Then  I  sat  down."  She  smiled 
quietly.  ""Xo\\-  thou  seest  why  thou 
must  go." 

"I  shall  go."  He  looked  at  her  for 
a  moment.  "Holal"  he  exclaimed, 
"thou  art  indeed  the  little  rabbit. 
Foin-  new  ones  already!" 

She  smiled  faintlv. 

He  ■(valked  switth  ilown  the  narrow 
path  that  was  Slurman  Axenue,  his 
i(i])e-soled  shoes  louihing  the  j;round. 
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PURPLE     PARROT 


THE  MEATBALL  ROLLS 

by  H.  Gordon  Lewis '. 


The  heat  ot  the  sun  made  him  teel 
hot,  and  the  sweat  poured  down  his 
face  with  a  steady  drip.  The  ooze 
made  his  clothing  damp  and  sticky, 
and  it  cking  to  him  like  damp,  sticky 
clot'iing.  He  could  teel  the  moistness 
when  his  arm  came  in  contact  with 
his  shirt-sleeve,  which  was  tairly  often, 
inasmuch  as  his  arm  was  inside  his 
shirt-sleeve. 

An  undecided  smile  jalayed  on  his 
face  and  lost.  Harvard  winning  21-0. 
He  increased  the  length  of  his  steps, 
although  in  doing  so  he  had  to  step 
farther  each  time.  At  length  he  came 
to  the  place  for  which  he  had  looked: 


Chiquita  Ginsbing's  Egyptian  Tea- 
room. 

No  one  had  noticed  him  or  seen 
him  or  suspected  him.  Good.  Very 
carefidly  he  extracted  the  dynamite 
sticks  from  his  rope-soled  jacket.  The 
sweat  of  his  hotly  had  caused  them 
to  become  somewhat  sticky,  but  never 
mind.  He  began  to  wiie  them  for  tiie 
detonation. 

Sudtlenly  he  stopped  and  stared  at 
the  dynamite  sticks  more  closely. 
"Chango!"  he  breathed.  "The  Pablum 
has  taken  all  the  exploding  powder 
from  the  dynamite  sticks  and  sub- 
stituted   granidated    bagel-dough.     It 


is  too  late  to  turn  back.  I  must  do 
this,  I  must.  I  may  die,  but  what  is 
life  when  one  is  dead?" 

Slowly  he  finished  his  wiring,  stick- 
ing the  ends  of  the  fuses  deep  into  the 
sticks  of  the  already-hardening  granu- 
lated bagel-dough.  Finally  it  was  done. 
He  looked  at  his  watch,  "ft  is  time," 
he  said  simply. 

Still  he  stood  cpiietly.  Then,  quiet- 
ly, he  walked  up  to  the  closed  door 
of  the  Chiquita  Ginsburg's  Egyptian 
Tea-room.    He  knocked  thricely. 

CJhiquita  Ciinsbing  herself  answered 
the  knock.  "Anything  wrong,  dearie?" 
she  asked  teasingly,  observing  his  pow- 
erful figure,  his  tawny  hair,  his  rope- 
shod  feet. 

"No,"  he  replied.  "I  was  just  passing 
by  and  saw  your  light." 

"Come  on  in,  dearie,"  she  urged. 
"I  was  just  closing  for  the  day,  but  I'll 
stay  open— for  you."  She  smiled  en- 
ticingly. 

"I  cannot  stay.  I  have  to  hurry  on. 
I  just  wanted  you  to  do  me  a  favor." 
He  smiled  solemnly. 

"Anything,  dearie." 

"Could  you  put  this  package  on  a 
table  o\ernight?  It  looks  like  rain, 
and  I  do  not  want  it  ^\ith  me."  He 
proHeied  the  bare  dynamite  sticks. 

"Rain?  Why,  dearie,  there's  not  a 
cloud  in  the  sky." 

He  laughed  solemnly.  "That  is  what 
I  mean,  .\lways  calmest  before  the 
storm." 

"Well,  all  right,  dearie,  but  how 
about  those  wires?" 

"Wires?  Wires?  Oh,  wires.  Yes,  I 
shall  take  those  with  me." 

"Aren't  you  going  to  detach  them 
from  the  bimtlle?" 

"No,  leave  them  there.  What  is  the 
matter,  have  you  not  ever  seen  a 
bunch  of  ivires  before?"  He  giesled 
solennily. 

"All  right,  dearie.  Hope  you  kno^v 
what  you're  tloing." 

"Ever\thing  will  be  all  right."    He 
backed    out    the   door,    unreelino    the 
(Continued  on  /wigc   ?2) 
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Now  that  college  days  are  again 
rah-rah  People  are  really  turning  Pur- 
ple. For  instance,  why  in  the  hell 
didn't  someone  tell  Mickey  Fox  that 
cheering  is  supposed  to  spin  the  team 
on,  that  we  don't  yell  when  everyone 
wants  to  look  at  the  game.  Who  is 
that  fool  that  always  brought  that 
trumpet  to  the  games  and  baffled  and 
frustrated  the  band  members?  Can't 
the  Phi  Gam  alums  afford  the  price 
of  installing  pliunbing  in  their  house? 
Who  is  this  Joe  Riordon  who  writes 
with  such  a  (icr\  s^vord?  After  read- 
ing what  Jim  Faust  had  to  say  in  the 
DAILY  the  Devil  can  ha\c  him  I 

Jim  Washburn,  or  Ding  Dong,  his 
perplexing  nick-name,  climbed  down 
from  the  Deke  float.  As  you'll  remem- 
ber, he  wore  an  old  raccoon  coat  with 
the  collar  up  aroinid  his  head,  and  on 
that  a  green  freshman  cap.  His  horn 
rims  showed  too.  As  he  descended 
from  Mount  Olympus,  a  little  girl 
looked  at  him  and  then  asked  her 
mother:    "What  is  it,  Mommic?" 

Phi  Delt  Dick  Kruger  had  the  right 
idea.  His  frec[uent  companion  Mary 
Fran  Peez  ojicned  a  flower  box  from 
liini  cx])C(  lanily.  Inside  -was  a  small 
flower  pot,  a  lew  seeds,  and  a  note.  It 
read:  See  what  you  can  do  -with  these 
between  now  and  7:30! 

The  Ijlaise  Sigma  Coys  bought  them- 
selves some  new  diversion,  a  iikvision 
set.  Perhaps  they  thoiiglu  it  Avasn't 
suave  to  be  seen  in  those  l)ais  that 
have  them! 

Ruth  Ann  Darch,  afl'cctionately 
laggetl  ■■  Madame  I. imp"  by  sisters,  has 
thrown  aAvav  hei  clutches  for  the  niii- 
teenlh  lime.    S|)caking  of  limps.  Man- 


rice  Dunne  developed  a  lulu  when  he 
hint  his  shoulder  playing  football. 

The  SophistiKATS  (Thetas)  are 
happy  again!  They  (and  the  Gods 
were  with  them)  now  wear  more  Sig 
pins  than  the  Alpha  Phis.  Mary  Kuhl 
and  John  Skoubes,  re-pinned  recent- 
ly, did  the  trick.  Helping  them  were 
Tom  Reilly,  that  Democrat,  and 
Alpha  Phi  Nancy  Joos,  who  are  no 
longer  linked  with  the  White  Cross. 
Tis  true:  not  everyone  can  wear  the 
White  Cross! 

Does  anyone  know  what  George 
"The  Wheel"'  Jones  rs  doing  these 
days?  Is  he  being  as  obnoxiously  gay 
as  last  year? 

It's  Dick  Krueger  again  (He's  such 
a  gun!)  On  the  night  of  Homecoming, 
when  almost  everything  happens, 
right  in  front  of  God  and  the  alums 
Dick  passed  out  in  the  Phi  Delt  house. 
He  passed  out  for  a  cause,  however, 
(the  Phi  Delt  float)  because  he  was 
deep  in  the  steaming  cauldron.  The 
fumes  and  heat  of  several  large  chunks 
of  dry  ice  just  knocked  him  cold.  And 
to  think,  the  Fijis  won  the  cup.  .  .  . 

Attention  track  coach.  During  the 
Phi  Gam  Many  Mishaps  Week  Cele- 
bration, October  24  to  November  1, 
a  new  spriiu  record  was  set  from  Deer- 
ing  and  Sheridan  to  the  lodge  hoiise. 
It  seems  that  tAvo  of  the  blackened 
sa\ages  lost  their  loin  cloths  in  this 
\icinity. 

Poor  Carlyn  Schmilt  is  iiaving  her 
tioubles:  and  -ivho  Avouldn't,  dating 
four  b<)\s  from  the  same  house:  Bob 
Surrey,  Dwight  Smith,  Pete  O'Neill, 
and  Myles  Taylor,  all  Piii  Psis. 

Frank  DePauw,  one  oi  our  \Vild- 
kittens  in  tiie  .Alpha  Delt  house,  had  a 
little  ])et,  a  puppy  called  Suzy  \viiich 


Cm. 


"To  spend  one  niglil   vilh   y<tu. 


is  Frank's  nick-name  too.  But  the  A.D. 
house  manager  declared  that  it  must 
leave.    It  wouldn't  housebreak. 

Speaking  of  dogs  and  Alpha  Delts, 
zt  the  pinning  serenade  of  Victor 
Graham  and  peppy  Lois  Hale,  the 
Alpha  Delts  gave  her  an  extra-special 
display.  If  you've  seen  Lois  you'll 
agree  that  she  looks  like  Little  Orphan 
Annie  with  a  change  of  clothes.  So  a 
special  version  of  the  Little  O.A. 
theme  song  was  written,  and  when  the 
part  came  around  that  goes  "Arf, 
goes  Sandy"  they  gave  Loie  some  dog 
food  instead  of  the  customary  flo^vers. 

What's  wrong  with  Wats  Wacker? 

He's  never  been  to  a  Theta  fcjrmal  .  .  . 
and,  after  all,  he  is  a  Sigma  Chi. 

Proper  authorities  have  told  us  that 
Bill  Bennett  has  the  sexiest  hair  at 
X.L'.  'If  you  don't  believe  it,"  they 
contiinied,  "just  bounce  around  on 
top  .  .  .  with  your  hand,  of  course." 

Gamma  Phi  pledges  are  going  to 
town.  Pledge  Pat  Doheny  recently 
married  an  SAE  from  Ohio  State,  Jack 
Hood.  And  pledge  Jean  Dougherty 
took  a  Kappa  Sig  pin  from  Bob  Eck. 
Active  Jean  Zahringer  became  en- 
gaged to  Bill  Tobias. 

Everyone  has  heard  so  much  about 
beautiful,  colorful  and  legendary 
Sally  Price.  ^\ho  \\as  stolen  by  the 
Phis  from  the  Thetas.  ^Vhere  has  she 
been?  Home,  we  guess,  because  she's 
wearing  a  Signet  ring  whh  Marquette 
Lini\ersity  on  it. 

It  is  reported  that  Rusty  Hoefle  is 

iia\ing  trouble  choosing  betA\-een  five 
houses.  One  is  an  .\1  from  the  S.\E 
house,  a  Don  in  the  Phi  Psi  house,  a 
Moose  in  the  Deke.  Someday  They'll 
Have  A  house,  and  two  others. 

Where,  too,  has  Kappa  pledge  Ann 
Lowry  been?  The  Kajjpas  haven't 
seen  lier  since  rush  \veek.  Does  she 
spend  all  her  time  with  Deke  pledge 
Bill  Turner,  tall  and  sought? 

Two  PiKA'S  pinneii  AOPis:  Jim 
Southard  and  DottieFergusson :  Tom 
krohn  and  Barb  Hallis.  A  Sigma  Xu 
sli])])ed  in  and  piinied  Barb  Cryer. 
I  lis  name.  Bill  Iten. 

(Coutnnicd  en  [xii^r   '"  ) 
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\Y\y  HAT  a  person  doesn't  know 
is  seldom  convenient  or  helpful,  but 
what  Dr.  Samuel  Goudsmit  of  the 
Northwestern  physics  department 
didn't  know  was  the  reason  for  his 
selection  as  head  of  a  special  army 
mission. 

It  wasn't  a  case  of  inefficiency.  The 
army  needed  a  physicist  who  knew  the 
leading  European  scientists  but  who 
did  not  know  too  much  about  our 
progress  on  the  atoin  bomb. 

In  1944  we  were  well  on  our  \\ay 
toward  our  own  versions  of  an  atom 
bomb.  However,  we  were  worried 
about  the  German  effort.  Two  years 
before  the  war,  Otto  Hahn,  a  German 
chemist  had  discovered  the  principle 
of  fission.  With  a  start  like  that,  the 
army  believed  the  Germans  were 
ahead  of  us. 

Intelligence  men  in  Germany  could 
not  get  a  lead.  The  only  information 
they  received  was  too  fantastic.  The 
army  chiefs  finally  decided  that  the 
German  security  regulations  were  just 
too  tight.  It  was  impossible  that  the 
Germans  didn't  have  a  bomb. 

The  only  way  to  get  the  needed  in- 
formation was  to  send  a  mission  to 
accompany  our  troops  through  Eu- 
rope. The  mission  was  to  contact  every 
man  in  the  liberated  areas  who  could 
even  be  remotely  connected  with  the 
atom  bomb  research.  From  there, 
they  were  to  investigate  all  leads  and 
try  to  find  out  the  exact  progress  that 
the  Germans  had  made. 

Dr.  Goudsmit,  who  was  working  in 
the  M.I.T.  radiation  labs,  was  picked 
as  the  man  to  head  that  mission.  He. 
had  been  born  and  educated  in  Hol- 
land so  he  was  familiar  with  the 
country  over  in  Europe.  Many  of  the 
European  scientists  were  his  personal 
friends  because  he  had  met  them  while 
studying  at  the  various  universities. 
The  doctor  knew  enough  of  the  atom 
bomb  work  to  fish  out  any  possible 
leads,  but  he  didn't  know  enough  to 
reveal  any  secrets  if  he  were  captured. 
There  was  even  a  special  name 
given  to  the  mission.  The  official 
designation  was  "Alsos,"  the  Greek 
word  for  "groves."  Most  of  the 
events  of  the  mission  were  recently 
published  in  a  book  by  Dr.  Goudsmit 
entitled  "Alsos." 


One  incident  was  the  "Operation 
Rhine-water."  The  higher-ups  be- 
lieved that  if  the  Germans  were  work- 
ing on  radio-active  material  along  the 
Rhine,  the  water  might  possibly  show 
signs  of  radiation.  When  the  army 
reached  the  Rhine,  a  major  risked  his 
life  during  the  first  battle  to  go  out 
on  a  bridge  and  get  three  bottles  of 
water. 

These  bottles  were  shipped  back 
to  the  labs  in  Washington  for  analysis. 
Along  with  them  went  a  bottle  of  wine 
with  this  message,  "Try  this  for  activ- 
ity too."  The  men  in  the  labs  took  it 
too  seriously.  They  actually  did  find 
traces  of  radioactivity  in  the  ivine, 
but  not  the  water.  They  sent  for 
more  wine  (for  experimental  pur- 
poses only).  It  was  some  time  before 
it  tinned  out  that  the  area  where  the 
grapes  for  the  ^\■ine  were  grown  was 
actually  radioactive  and  that  somelio^v 
affected  the  wine. 

Then  there  was  "Operation  Tooth- 
paste." The  mission  foimd  out  that 
all   the  thorium   in   France  had  been 


shipped  to  Germany.  Immediately 
things  w^ent  into  high  gear  because 
thorium  was  an  important  element  in 
advance  atom  bomb  research.  Every- 
thing quieted  down  when  Dr.  Goud- 
smit and  his  assistants  discovered  that 
the  German  firm  which  took  the 
thorium  wanted  it  for  tooth  paste,  a 
la  Bob  Hope. 

The  work  of  the  mission  wasn't  all 
amusing,  and  it  didn't  find  out  the 
advanced  methods  of  the  Germans 
because  there  weren't  any. 

Dr.  Goudsmit  in  his  book  is  em- 
phatic on  the  point  that  the  Germans 
\\'ere  far  behind  American  research. 
The  Germans  were  only  in  the  stage 
we  had  reached  in  1940.  Their  labs 
were  poor  duplicates  of  our  Oak  Ridge 
plant.  There  was  only  one  cyclotron 
in  use,  and  the  centrifugo  lab  near 
Hamburg  would  have  taken  more 
than  100  years  to  produce  enougit 
material  for  one  bomb. 

The  Germans  had  insisted  on  look- 
ing for  Buck  Rogers'  weapons.  Tiie 
V-2,  while  a  mechanical  success, 
drained  important  research  men  from 
a  possible  atom  bomb  project.  Even 
with  the  rocket  complete,  all  the  ones 
the  Germans  used  on  England  didn't 
cause  enough  damage  to  equal  one  big 
air  raid,  according  to  Dr.  Goudsmit. 

Heisenberg,  who  was  the  foremost 
German  physicist,  had  no  idea  of  the 
progress  we  had  made  on  the  atom 
bomb.  When  he  was  first  captined, 
he  talked  witli  Dr.  Goudsmit  who 
wanted  to  know  what  the  Germans 
had  accomplished.  Heisenberg  kindly 
consented  to  discuss  the  progress  he 
had  made.  He  firmly  believed  he  T\as 
ahead  of  our  researcli. 

When  the  bomb  fell  on  Hiroshima, 
the      German      physicists      \\ho      had 
{Coutiuued  on  l)'igf   '/) 


OPERATION 
TOOTHPASTE 


by  Warren  Wolfe 


DECEMBER,     19  47 


Pa. 


1  7 


t's  jjien."" 

PURPLE     PARROT 


* "-'-?»:..:-« .. 


•That  settles  il.    I  hav'ta  get  ritl  of  this  damn 
sweeter." 
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Snow  Is  Falling  in  the  Streets 


b))  Bob  Fox 


"Snow  is  falling  in  the  streets  of 
Franklyn  tonight.  Ironic  that  a  sym- 
bol of  purity  should  appear  in  an 
atmosphere  where  so  recently  the 
stench  of  bigotry,  intolerance  and 
mass  hysteria  rose  from  every  gutter 
to  pervade  the  sedate  homes  and  beau- 
tifully trimmed  gardens  of  a  smug 
popula " 

Fred  Lodge  stared  at  the  sheet  in 
the  typewriter  and  then  decisively 
ripped  it  out  of  the  machine.  Ye, 
gods,  he  thought  it  sounds  like 
something  from  True  Confessions. 
And  then  he  was  ashamed.  Every 
cliche  and  oozing  adjective  was  the 
product  not  of  a  seasoned  newspaper 
man  playing  up  a  human  interest 
story,  but  rather  the  genuine  feelings 
of  an  emotionally  upset  human  being. 

He  sat  in  a  corner  of  the  bare  hotel 
room,  his  mind  keeping  time  with  the 
flickering  neon  sign  outside  his  win- 
dow. Lodge  was  mad  and  surprised 
at  the  impossibility  of  remaining  im- 
partial in  such  a  situation.  He  knew 
that  this  story  would  have  to  be 
written  in  a  completely  objective  man- 
ner. The  Times  admittedly  had  big 
business  interests  in  this  part  of  the 
country,  and  such  a  condemnation  of 
the  people  who  supported  these  in- 
terests would  be  a  crippling  blow.  A 
fresh  sheet  of  paper  went  into  the  ty]3C- 
writer. 

"The  proverbial  wheels  of  justice 
ground  at  a  brutally  slow  j^ace  all 
througli  the  arrest  and  trial  of  Carl 
^V^ilson.  As  the  prisoner  nervously 
paced  the  jailhouse  floor,  the  good 
]jeople  of  Franklyn  first  grumbled, 
then  argued,  and  finally  screamed  for 
vengeance.  Mobs  had  been  gathering 
in  the  streets  since  early  morning  and 
the  shrill,  weirdly  inhinnan  voices  of 
an  outraged  populace  demanded 
action.  ..." 

He  glanced  toward  the  window. 
The  snow  was  still  coming  down  and 
a  layer  of  white  covered  the  sill.  No 
shouts  of  triumph  came  from  the 
streets  below,  no  revelrx    maiked   the 


bizarre  victory  of  Franklyn's  white  in- 
habitants. 

Donovan  entered  the  room  and 
dropped  his  camera  on  the  table. 
There  wasn't  any  conversation  be- 
tween the  journalist  and  his  photog- 
rapher. The  latter  mo\ed  over  to  the 
dresser  and  poured  himself  a  slug  of 
bourbon.  Then  he  flopped  on  the 
conveirtionally  hard  easy  chair  that 
trademarks  every  second-rate  hotel  in 
the  country. 

Shuddering,  he  momentarily  im- 
agined himself  chained  in  this  bmg 
for  life.  Lord,  what  a  revolting  idea! 
But  thank  God,  he  was  leaving  by 
plane  tonight.    The  pictiues  were  in 


his  valise  and  he  had  his  ticket. 
Nothing  to  tlo  biu  wait  around  for 
the  take-oft,  and  incideiually,  the 
routine  write-up  of  this  story,  now 
in  the  process  of  being  whijiped  olf  by 
Lodge. 

What  in  lull  was  tlie  guy  staying 
hire  for  anyway?  Lodge  liatl  said  that 
he  wanted  to  hang  aroinid  for  a  iew 
days  in  case  there  were  any  melo- 
diamatic  alter-elTects.  Baloney!  Prob- 
ably picked  up  some  broad  this  after- 
noon and  \\anted  to  make  a  little 
time,    ^\'l•ll,  lit  him.    Lo\f,  monev,  oi 


excitement  couldn't  keep  Iniii  here. 
The  cameraman  pulled  himself  up 
from  his  chair  and  sauntered  over  to 
the  windo^v.  Snow  still  falling  in 
the  street.  Damn,  hope  this  won't  de- 
lay the  take-off^.  Then  he  spotted  the 
bar  down  the  block  and  decided  to 
"hist"  a  few  with  the  local  clientele. 
Turning  to  Lodge,  Donovan  grunted 
something  to  the  effect  that  he'd  be 
back  'nanourerso  and  left. 

Lodge  ^\-as  still  staring  into  space 
when  he  realized  that  he  was  alone. 
He  came  back  to  reality  to.  try  again. 
The  carriage  admitted  a  fresh  piece 
of  paper  and  the  keys  began  to  click. 

"Carl  Wilson,  confessed  rapist  of 
an  attractive  young  Franklyn  girl, 
has  been  punished  for  his  crime 
against  society.  It  will  never  be  known 
whether  the  punishment  was  fit,  but 
it  can  definitely  be  ascertained  that 
this  man's  self-appointed  peers  were 
not!" 

Fine.  There  goes  my  job.  If  the 
big  boys  ever  got  hold  of  that,  I'd  be 
blacklisted  from  any  paper  that  could 
afford  my  services.  The  Times  woidd 
never  tolerate  my  branding  their  cus- 
tomers in  such  a  manner.  So,  there  it 
is.  Ought  to  let  that  lunkhead  Dono- 
\an  write  this— he's  got  a  flash  bidb 
lor  a  heart. 

He  was  stymied  asain.  Lodge  sud- 
denly  closed  his  eyes  and  leaned  back 
in  the  straight  chair.  Then,  sqiurm- 
ing  aroimd,  he  reached  for  the  hotel 
phone  and  called  room  service. 
*         *         * 

Not  a  ivord  had  been  added  to  the 
story  when  the  bellboy  brought  in  a 
bottle  of  ginger  ale,  ice  and  a  cheese 
sandwich  on  rve. 

Freil  got  u|3,  mixed  a  highball  am! 
gid]3ed  it  down  in  a  matter  of  about 
a  half  minute.  He  bit  into  the  sand- 
Avich  but  cpiickly  put  it  back  on  the 
plate.  It  had  a  strange  bitter  taste. 
\'erv  a]5ro])os.  Decayeil  cheese  in  a 
iiotel  room  and  rotting  bones  in  the 
larmxaiil  on  tlie  outskiits  of  to\\n.  It 
{Coutiuucd  oil  page  2S) 
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Party-Party 

People  grasping 

Cocktail  glasses. 

Standing  gasping 

Teeming  masses. 

People  smoking,    ■ 

People  drinking, 

Coughing,  choking. 

Getting  stinking 

Some  discreetly. 

Boiled  or  fried: 

Some  completely 

Ossified. 

Liquor  spilling, 

Trousers  sopping, 

Steady  s^villing. 

Bodies  dropping. 

Glasses  fallins; 

On  the  floor: 
People  calling, 
"Drop  some  more," 
Bodies  steaining. 
Morals  stretching. 
Women  screaming, 
Freshmen  retching. 
Heavy  smokins; 
Air  gets  thicker. 
Someone  croaking 
"No  more  liquor!" 
WHAT??  ^VHAT?? 
NO  MORE  LIQUOR? 
People  snicker, 
Lhibelievins: 
No  more  liquor? 
Let's  be  leaving. 
No  more  drinking? 
Groans  and  hisses! 
WHAT  A  STINKIXG 
PARTY  THIS  IS! 

—  Wisconsin   Octopus 
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The  Watch 

By  Bob  Ansorg 

Spring  had  come  to  the  big  city- 
it  wandered  through  the  streets  leav- 
ing the  warm  scents  of  the  awakening 
season  everywhere.  Spring  froliced 
down  the  avenues  and  gently  bussed 
Eddy.  Eddy  was  the  newsboy  on  the 
corner.  He  was  not  much  of  a  lad, 
about  five  feet  tall  with  a  wan  ex- 
pression on  his  face  that  is  character- 
istic only  of  those  children  who  have 
kno^^•n  hunger  and  need  in  their 
earliest  years. 

Eddy  took  off  the  rag  that  was  his 
■jvinter  jacket  and  examined  it  close- 
1\— no,  it  \\ould  not  do  another  year. 
He  ^vould  have  to  save  some  money 
for  the  rest  of  the  year  in  order  to  have 
a  ne^v  coat  for  the  next  winter.  But 
now  spring  was  here  and  he  could 
enjoy  the  next  months  until  the  win- 
ter cold  froze  the  dirty  water  in  the 
gutters  as;ain.  Those  were  his  seasons 
— ^vhen  the  gutter  water  froze  and 
•svhen  the  gutter  water  flowed.  Each 
year  he  woidd  await  that  first  sign  of 
spring. 

As  Edtlv  wandered  among  the  shops 
tiiat  were  on  the  avenue  where  he  sold 
his  papers,  he  would  pause  at  the  \\in- 
dow  of  the  variety  store,  for  to  him  this 
^vas  the  most  fascinating  place  of  all. 
The  myriad  of  small  articles  that  ap- 
]3eared  in  the  windo^v  were  always 
interesting  to  the  small  boy,  but  of 
all  the  knives,  cheap  jewelry,  and 
other  articles  there  in  the  window 
Eddy  liked  best  of  all  the  ivrist 
watches.  To  own  a  watch  ^vas  to  him 
the  greatest  thing  in  the  world. 

And  so  the  spring  passed  into 
siunmer  and  every  day  Eddy  would 
put  aside  a  little  of  his  earnings  for 
the  new  \vinter  coat  he  needed.  Just 
as  the  gutter  water  started  to  freeze 
he  had  saved  five  dollars  ^vhich  was 
enough  to  buy  a  coat  at  the  second 
hand  clothing  store  on  the  avenue. 
Eddy  had  sold  all  of  his  papers,  so  he 
started  down  the  street  to  make  his 
purchase.  He  felt  very  rich  for  he  had 
money  in  his  pocket  and  ivhistled 
gaily  as  he  skipped  down  the  street. 
The  whistle  sli])ped  into  the  air  as 


-•  F?  Straubeu, 

he  came  to  the  variety  store  and  he 
fell  silent  as  he  gazed  at  the  watch  he 
wanted  so  badly.  He  stood  there,  en- 
raptured by  it.  and  as  the  watch  licked 
oft  the  minutes  so  did  his  heart  tick  off 
the  desire  for  the  watch.  When  the 
little  hand  reached  five,  Eddy  made 
his  decision.  He  reached  for  the  five 
dollars  in  his  pocket  and  went  into 
the  store. 

It  w'ds  bitterly  cold  after  the  gutter 
water  had  frozen,  but  Eddy  did  not 
mind  for  he  would  put  the  watch  to 
his  eai-  and  listen  as  the  minutes 
melted  into  hours  and  the  hours  into 
days.  He  lo\ed  to  -ivatch  the  hands 
catch  the  minutes  and  toss  them  a\\-av. 
People  \vould  smile  at  the  small  boy 
^vho  seemed  so  pleased  with  a  switch 
although  he  had  only  a  rag  of  a  A\in- 
ter  coat  to  -svear. 

One  day  a  man  asked  Eddy  ^\hat 
time  it  Avas  and  Eddy  looked  at  the 
watch,  but  he  could  not  tell  the  man. 
for  Eddv  iliil  not  know  how  to  tell 
time. 

.\fter  that  day  the  winter  was  \  er\ 
cokl  for  Eddy. 
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EWE—(cont.) 

this  fish  story— hook,  line  and  sinker— 
and  since  he  was  no  piker,  \\asn't 
nearly  so  stuffy  toward  her  thereafter. 

She  was  fond  of  Mr.  Ranispeck. 
She  waited  on  him  flipper  and  fin; 
polished  his  bhidgeon;  changed  the 
stuffing  in  his  Ewes  weekly.  She  cared 
for  him  as  a  mother  would  and  sacri- 
ficed everything  for  him.  One  day, 
she  chanced  to  read  of  a  great  psy- 
choanalyst whom,  she  thought,  coidd 
cure  her  belo\ed  master.  She  scraped 
together  her  life's  savings  and  took 
him  to  see  the  famous  doctor. 

It  was  a  long  time  before  the  doctor 
came  out  of  his  conference  room. 

"Have  you  cured  Master  Ram- 
speck?"  cried  the  dear  old  lady,  tears 
streaming  do^\n  her  cheeks. 

"^Vell,  yes  and  no— he's  off  E\\es  all 
right,  but—" 

"W'all-eyed  pikel  she  screamed  as 
Mr.  Ramspeck  raced  out  ot  the  inner 
office  and  crammed  her  full  of  kapok 
right  up  to  the  gills. 
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iL'^^n  gii§ia®s^ 


The  almost  phenomenal  migration 
of  the  nation's  best  jazzmen  to  Chi- 
cago has  received  due  notation  by 
city  newsmen  and  critics.  I  may  just 
as  well  fo^o^^'  the  crowd  ....  the  un- 
believable trend  is  that  breath-taking. 

In  addition  to  December's  attrac- 
tions and  new  openings  (all  listed  be- 
low), enough  great  talent  passed 
through  town  the  last  six  weeks  to 
perhaps  permanently  impair  the 
standings  of  L.A.  and  New  York  as 
the  nation's  hot  music  centers. 

Matter  of  fact  I  have,  at  this  writing, 
exclusive  information  that  trade  pub- 
lications would  pay  good  money  to 
know.  It's  a  clear  scoop!  ....  Muggsy 
Spanier  opens  in  Chicago  early  in 
December  with  an  all-star  group— and 
Mildred  Bailey— direct  from  Nick's  in 
the  Village,  New  York! 

Associated  Booking  downtown 
signed  the  package  but  is  keeping  it 
secret  until  the  new  club,  which  will 
showcase  the  outfit,  opens  doors.  The 
spot  is  titled  the  Blue  Xote  and  will 
occupy  space  at  56  West  Madison. 

Howard  street's  Silhouette  offered 
both  the  Slam  Stewart  trio  and  Charlie 
Ventura's  sextet,  in  order,  during  No- 
vember—sandwiching Billy  Eckstein 
between  Sarah  and  Slam.  Ventura 
and  Stewart  came  from  52nd  street 
....  and  from  out  of  nowhere,  seem- 
ingly. Art  Tatmu  arose  Nov.  4  for  a 
three  weeker  at  the  Club  Detour.  It 
was  his  first  location  in  Chicago  for 
several  years.    Eddie  South  followed. 

The  Argyle  Show  Lounge  alter- 
nated local  talent  and  names.  Jackie 
Cain  and  George  Davis'  quartet  moved 
in  first  and  pulled  out  with  the 
Charlie   (Bird)  Parker  opening. 

Three  downtown  concerts  are  fin- 
ished and  adjudged.  Norman  Granz's 
Jazz  at  the  Philharmonic  flopped  de- 
spite Harris,  Phillips,  and  Hawkins. 
Jazz  Inc.  was  saved  by  the  superb 
Lenny  Tristano  piano  and  Ventura's 
group.  Garroway,  meanwhile,  taste- 
fully presented  the  Louis  Armstrong 
five  under  more  intelligent  circimi- 
stances. 


by   Bill   Bennett 

Stan  Kenton's  Nov.  16  Opera  House 
concert  was  probably  the  most  satis- 
fying from  the  standpoint  of  per- 
formance and  musical  thrills.  A  few 
of  the  old  stars  were  gone:  but  fresh- 
ness and  the  originality  of  the  new 
band  reflected  Stan's  personal  musical 
advancement's  during  his  recupera- 
tion. 

The  Silhouette  expects  Nellie 
Lutcher,  Kay  Starr,  and  Ella  Fitz- 
gerald after  the  first  of  the  year,  but 
nothing  is  definite  after  Ventura's 
closing.  Some  attempt  is  being  made 
to  gather  an  all-star  instrumental 
group,  but  bookers  are  keeping  names 
under  wraps  until  everybody's  signed. 

The  lineup 

CLUB  detour:  currently,  Eddie 
South's  trio  and  Una  Mae  Carlysle. 

CLUB  siLHOUF.TTF.:  curreutlv,  Charlie 
Ventura's  sextet. 

ARGVLE  lounge:  currently,  Charlie 
Parker's  quintet.  Opening  Dec.  1 8, 
Dizzy  Gillespie. 

tailspin:    currently,   Roy  Eldridge. 

ziG  zag;  currently,  George  Davis 
and  Jackie  Cain. 

BLUE  note:  currently,  Muggsy  Span- 
ier and  Mildred  Bailey. 

BRASS  rail;  ciurently,  Jimmy  Mc- 
Partland. 

SHERMAN  hotel:  currently,  Mel 
Torme.  Opening  Dec.  19,  Nellie 
Lutcher. 

one  NiGHTERs:  Dec.  8,  Woody  Her- 
man's   orchestra,    Pershing    ballroom, 

6400  So.  Cottage  Grove. 

*  *       * 

A  cannibal  king,  noticing  the  beau- 
ty of  a  young  girl  about  to  be  put  in 
the   kettle   was  heard   to   say,   "Stop! 

I'll  ha\e  my  breakfast  in  bed." 

*  *        * 

Knock  Knock. 

St.  Peter:  "Who's  there?" 

Voice:  "It  is  I." 

St.    Peter:     "Go    to    hell.    ^\e've    got 

enough   English    teachers   heie   no^v." 
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Snow  Is  Falling    (concluded) 


was  the  taste,  the  smell,  the  very 
]5resence  ot  death.  Yes,  that  was  it. 
Death— there  in  the  musty  jailhoiise, 
in  the  ancient  hotbox  that  was  a 
lointroom,  and  in  the  singing  crowds 
that  had  pushed  up  the  street,  with  a 
battering  ram  in  their  hands  and  hate 
in  their  hearts. 

Donovan  suddenly  lurched  in, 
Ijoreilom  and  the  disgust  of  having 
staged  a  hall-baked  drunk  Avritten  in- 
to ills  face.  He  Avalked  o^■er  to  his 
suitcase  and  snapped  it  >hui.  I'hcn 
he  mechanically  reached  out  for  the 
story.  Lodge  merely  shook  his  head 
and  said  that  he  hadn't  finishetl  and 
would  wire  it  into  the  office.  The 
plic>iogra]5her  shruggeil  and  dragged 
liiuiscll  and  baggage  through  the 
dooi.  Not  even  good-bye.  But  then 
this  A\as  business  and  ^vho  thought  ol 
(ourlesies  on  siii  li  a   job? 

,\lone  again.  ()\er  at  the  window. 
Lodge  |)irkcd  up  a  handful  of  the  snow 
and  ga/ed  at  it  lot  ,i  iliotisand  \eats. 
It     united     in     his    hand    uiuil    (inalK 


there  ^vas  no  more.  The  pure,  soft 
snow  i\as  gone,  transformed  luito 
cold  ^\ater.  ^^'ithout  expression  or 
beauty  or  gentleness.  All  at  once  he 
was  shivering.  Lodge  the  man  sat 
down  and  cried. 


Four  hours  and  se\eral  hall-tiuished 
stories,  later.  Lodge  ^vearily  leaned 
over  and  picked  up  the  phone.  The 
night  clerk  connected  him  with  the 
telegraph  office  in  a  matter  of  a  fe^v 
seconds,  but  Lodge  the  reporter  hadn't 
any  concern  for  time:  his  bitter  fight 
with  Lodge  the  human  being  was 
o\ei,  and  there  was  no  sound  of  satis- 
faition  in  his  \oice  as  it  droned  into 
the  telephone; 

"I  want  to  send  a  wire  to  the  Night 
liiUtor,  Central  City  Times.  Ready? 

C.\RL  WILSOX  LYNCHED  .\T 
7:,S()  THl.S  E\'i:NtNG.  .SNC^Y  I.S 
FALLINC;   IX    THE  .STREET.S. 

LODGE.' 
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The  ''Clans''  of  it  all—(conH).,  . 


doubtedly  be  living  exactly  on  the 
North  Pole,  which  was  just  a  mile  or 
two  away.  He  showed  us  the  direc- 
tion, and  we  set  out.   It  was  sure  cold. 

Old  Thad  was  acting  like  a  kid  on 
his  way  to  a  carnival.  Although  his 
snowshoes  were  twice  as  long  as  he 
was,  he  made  amazingly  rapid  time. 
I  was  having  trouble  even  staying  on 
my  feet,  so  it  was  no  time  at  all  before 
he  had  disappeared  into  the  distance 
and  over  a  rise  in  the  snow.  That  was 
the  last  any  of  us  ever  saw  of  Uncle 
Thad. 

Well,  I  plodded  on  for  another  hour 
or  so,  and  then  decided  I'd  better  get 
back  to  the  plane  or  freeze  to  death. 
I  could  never  have  caught  Uncle  Thad 
anyway  at  the  rate  he  was  going  when 
he  disappeared,  so  I  turned  around 
and  retraced  my  steps  to  the  plane. 
Mr.  Rogg  was  listening  to  the  weather 
reports  on  the  radio,  and  he  made  me 
help  him  lash  down  the  plane,  as  a 
big  storm  was  due  any  moment.  I  kept 
telling  him  that  Thad  was  roaming 
around  out  there  someplace,  but  he 
just  laughed  and  said  not  to  worry, 
everything  was  all  right. 

I'll  never  forget  that  storm.  Mr. 
Rogg  and  I  sat  in  the  cabin  and  lis- 
tened to  the  radio  when  we  could  hear 
it,  and  meanwhile  he  told  me  the 
whole  story  about  the  trip.  It  was  all 
a  big  joke  on  Old  Thad.  We  weren't 
really  at  the  North  Pole,  but  only 
about  ten  miles  from  the  town  of  Sev- 
ern, in  Ontario.  We  had  landed  on 
the  frozen  Hudson  Bay.  There  was  a 
little  cabin  about  a  mile  away,  and 
Mr.  Rogg  had  arranged  for  an  old 
friend  of  his  who  lived  in  Severn  to 
dress  up  like  Santa  and  be  in  the  cabin 
when  we  arrived.  Uncle  Thad  was 
probably  at  that  moment  drinking 
coffee  with  this  bogus  St.  Nick,  and 
having  the  time  of  his  life.  We  both 
got  a  big  laugh  out  of  that.  I  coidd 
just  hear  Uncle  Thad  when  we  got 
home,  telling  of  his  visit  with  Santa 
Claus.  I  never  laughed  so  hard  in  my 
life. 

Well,  that  storm  lasted  for  two  days, 
during  which  Mr.  Rogg  and  I  listened 
to  station  WMLT  in  Dublin,  Georgia. 
It  was  the  only  station  we  could  get. 


I'll ,  always  remember  sitting  there 
munching  chocolate  bars  and  listening 
to  our  favorite  program.  It  was  Santa 
Claus.  After  a  quartet  had  siuig  "I'll 
be  'round  to  get  you  in  a  'Quick  Serv- 
ice' taxi,  honey,"  the  announcer  \vould 
say,  "And  now,  kiddies,  we  bring  you 
Santa  Claus,  from  the  frozen  North 
Pole."  Then  Santa  would  say,  "Hi'ya 
chillun,  how  ya'all"  and  we'd  be  off 
into  gales  of  laughter.  I  sometimes 
wonder  how  I  could  have  laughed  so 
much  in  those  days,  when  something 
should  have  told  me  that  Thadius  was 
dying. 

When  the  storm  lifted,  we  waited 
almost  another  day  for  Thad  to  come 
back  to  the  plane,  and  then  we  went 
out  searching  for  him.  We  were  pret- 
ty worried  by  the  end  of  the  second 
day,  as  we  couldn't  even  find  the 
cabin.  On  the  third  day,  we  started 
flying  to  Severn  for  help.  Severn 
turned  out  to  be  two  hundred  miles 
away.  Mr.  Rogg  had  miscalcidated 
our  flight,  and  poor  old  Thadius  was 
somewhere  in  the  middle  of  Hudson 
Bay. 

Well,  you  can  guess  the  rest.  We 
never  did  find  Thad.  although  the 
Mounted  police  and  half  the  town  of 
Severn  searched  for  him  for  months. 
He  had  just  disappeared,  headed 
North  looking  for  Santa  Claus.  Some- 
time I  wonder  if  he  ever  did  find  him. 
I  like  to  think  so. 


She:  "Do  you  know  the  things 
they'\e  been  saying  about  me?" 

He:  "What  do  you  think  I'm  here 
for?" 


Pete:  "What  kind  of  a  dress  did  she 
wear  to  the  party  last  night?" 

Dick:    "I   can't  remember.   I    think 
it  was  checked." 

Pete:  "Really?  That  must  ha\  c  been 
some  party!" 

Gargoyle 


He:  "Were  you  ever  abroad?" 
She:  "Sir!" 

Octopus 
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GREATEST  GIFT—(cont.) 

and  see  a  lovely,  snow-coveied  North- 
western looking  exactly  like  it  did  be- 
fore the  chaos  came.  Then  he  ex- 
plained everything,  and  taught  a  les- 
son ne^■er  to  be  forgotten. 

He  said  he  had  brought  everyone 
the  greatest  a.ift  in  the  \vorld,  to 
gladden  the  sad  hearts  of  students  and 
professors  alike:  and  appreciation  of 
our  heavenly  school.  All  of  the  calam- 
ities which  had  taken  place  were 
delusions.  We  n-ere  given  a  glimpse 
of  ^\hat  things  would  be  like,  should 
we  have  our  way.  Now  that  the  cam- 
pus and  its  life  were  retinned  to  their 
natural  beauty,  we  would  realize  oin 
good  fortune  in  having  things  just  as 
they  are. 

As  one  man,  everyone  again  knell 
to  -ivorship  the  great  giver.  But  the 
wise  and  benevolent  old  man  said, 
"Nay,  you  must  rise  and  worship  yoiu- 
true  father.  Northwestern."  Eyes  were 
filled  ivith  tears  of  gratefidness  as  the 
man  -who  gave  us  our  greatest  gift 
slowly  rode  away,  calling  behind, 
"Merrv  Christmas." 


(Make  Your  Appointment, 
at 

The  TRIM 

BARBER  SHOP 

Two  Blocks  from  Campus 
No  Waiting  -  5  Chairs 

Downstairs — North  Shore  Hotel 


compliments 
of 

HOWARD  BO>VL 

1777  Howard  $1. 
Chicago 


ZJne   ^  LfoLoL — '^{/j  14--^    tviiliei   fun   and  aood   cli 
-Arnd    tiopei    uou    don  t  fotaet 
ZJo    Subscribe    in    the     I  lew     Ujear 


Oasis  . . . . 

Little  Club . . 

♦  ♦ 

>Vliere  the  kids  meet  to  eat.    Tor  the  best 
ii\  foodr  ^Tine^   and   music   CTeryone   goes 
to  the  small  club* 

4400  Simpson 

Skokic  26:;S 

Page     SO 


PURPLE     PARROT 


OPERATION  TOOTHPASTE 
(Continued) 

■ivorked  on  their  bombs  were  interned 
in  England.  They  couldn't  believe  the 
first  reports.  The  complete  details  left 
them  stunned.  For  them  it  was  the 
crushing  of  their  belief  in  German 
superiority,  .\fter  a  conference  they 
decided  to  say  that  their  work  had 
been  toward  an  industrial  use  of 
atomic  energy  and  not  for  ^var  use. 

Dr.  Goudsmit  made  several  em- 
phatic statements  in  his  book.  He 
said  that  we  need  good  scientists  in 
the  United  States.  We  can  no  longer 
depend  upon  Europe  to  supply  us 
Avith  good  men  in  research  fields.  We 
must  interest  our  yoiuh  in  scientific 
work.  It  is  the  doctor's  belief  that 
secrecy  harms  the  natural  develop- 
ment of  research.  Many  of  otir  great- 
est achancements  have  come  from  be- 
ginners who  took  a  partially  formed 
idea  to  its  logical  conclusion. 

Dr.  Goudsmit  has  gone  a  long  way 
toward  proving  that  we  are  not  scien- 
tifically inferior  to  the  Germans. 
However,  from  the  vantage  point  he 
liad  gained  by  investigating  the  Ger- 
man system  and  working  under  the 
American  system,  his  warnings  can't 
be  ignored.  "Complacency  was  one 
of  the  worst  enemies  the  German 
scientists  had."  Dr.  Goudsmit  believes 
we  can  fall  in  their  rut.  He  hopes 
that  by  a  realization  of  this  we  can 
avoid  the  pitfalls  that  hindered  the 
Germans. 


Boy:    "Do  you  believe  in  free  love?" 

Girl:    "Have  I  ever  sent  you  a  bill?" 

*  *         * 

Duke:  "I  don't  mind  you  necking 
with  my  girl,  but  get  your  damn  hands 
off  my  fraternity  pin." 

*  *         * 

"The  boys  in  the  Phi  KAP  house 
must  be  out  on  a  party.  The  lights 
aren't  on." 

"'No,  they're  giving  a  party." 

*  *         * 

Phi  Gam:    "How's  your  new  girl?" 
Brother:  "Not  very  good." 
First  Feegee:  "Boy,  you  always  were 
lucky!" 


V. 


'Okay,  I'll  bet  you  all  of  Argentina  and  half  of  Australia  and 
I'll  raise  you  my  last  pack  of  Dentyne  Chewing  Gum." 


"It's  no  bet,  Pal  — you  gotta  have  a  sure  thing 
to  risk  your  last  pack  of  swell-tasting  Dentyne 
Chewing  Gum!  For  my  money,  Dentyne  wins  on 
flavor  and  on  the  way  it  helps  keep  teeth  white." 

Dentyne  Gum  —  Made  Only  By  Adams 


For  Winter  Sports 


ACCESSORIES 


SPORTS  DEPARTMENT 

r  lortltwedtetn  Student 

CO-OP 

Orrington    Hotel    Building 


<"- 

Corsages 

^^^^i 

for  a 

?^^^^J 

Merry 

^^^^^^' 

Christmas 

^^•^ 

^ 

We  deliver 

and  telegraph 

Central  Florists 

2216  Central 

Uni.  8420 
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For  Everything 
In  Sports 

irs 

Loiigtin's  Sport  Shop 

COMPLETE 
GYM  EQUIPMENT 

Girls  N.U.  Gym  Suits 

N.U.  Sweat  Shirts 

N.U.  T-Shirts 

Wooden  Locker  Clogs 

Leotards 

Girls  \^  liite  G\  in  Shoes 


"WHITE  STAG" 

\^  indlireakers  for  Girls 
100%   \^OOL  SLACKS 


LONCTIN'S 

SPORT  SHOP 

INC. 


1731   Sherman  Ave. 
Ore.  4604 


Phcitufiraphv   IVir   tuny 

Photograph\    for  profit? 

Poe   has    the    answer    to    all    vonr 
Photographic  problems. 


^011 11   find   what  you  want  always  rea- 
sonably   priced    at     Evanston"?    largest 
shop    devoted    exclusively    to    the    sale 
and   servicing   of 

PHOTOGRAPHIC  SUPPLIES 
tor  your  convenience 

Open   Mon.   &  Thur.   to  9:30   P.M. 
♦ 

POE'S   CAMERA   SHOP,   Inc. 

UM.    43,'50  622    Grove    .Street 


Meatball    (continued) 

wires  behind  Iiiin.  He  continued  to 
walk  backwards,  around  behind  the 
building  and  down  the  alley,  still 
unreeling  the  wires.  Finally,  when  he 
came  to  a  dead-end,  he  stopped, 
breathing  heavily,  sweat  standing  out 
in  tiny  droplets  on  his  forehead. 

He  looked  at  his  watch.  "It  is  time," 
he  said  simply. 

He  extracted  the  exploder  from  his 
pocket  and  connected  it.  He  glanced 
at  the  sky.  There  ivere  no  stars  visible. 
"Two  P.  M.,"  he  muttered  to  himself. 


i; 


The  Blue  Blazer$24*^5 


yMAfywjsar 


IN    EVANSTON 


He  wiped  his  hands  in  the  dirt  and 
stepped  up  to  the  plate.  Two  fast 
strikes  ivent  by.  Finally  he  pushed 
the  plunger. 

For  a  long  moment  there  was  noth- 
ing. Then,  far  up  the  street,  Chiquita 
Ginsburg's  Egyptian  Tea-room  took 
to  the  air  slowly,  rising  majesticallv 
above  the  neighboring  buildings. 

"It  is  a  ^'ision!"  cried  the  people  in 
the  streets.  "They  have  sent  us  a 
vision  to  look  at." 

Suddenly  the  second  blast  went  off, 
as  the  coffee-boilers  exploded.  The 
little  tea-room  bent  in  the  middle  like 
a  tissue-paper  house  during  a  tornado. 
Contents  of  its  well-stocked  shelves 
fell  crazily  to  the  street. 

"It  is  manna,"  cried  a  child,  drink- 
ing the  contents  of  a  stray  bottle. 
"Those  abo^■e  have  sent  us  manna." 

"Manna,  hell,"  replied  his  mother, 
taking  a  swig  herself  and  then  drag- 
ging both  child  and  bottle  into  the 
alley.    "Johnny  W^alker,  1927." 

He  ga/ed  around  the  corner.  .\ 
cordon  of  police  had  already  formed. 
How  to  get  out?  The  ans^ver  came  in 
a  sudden  flash  of  black  as  the  earth 
moved.  "Damn.  Not  quite  far 
enough,"  he  muttered. 

Casually  he  sauntered  up  to  the 
police-chief.  "I  am  fire  reporter  on 
the  Daily  Drivel,"  he  said.  "Mind  if 
I  go  through?" 

"Yes,"  replied  the  chief  fiercely. 
"Yes,  yes,  yes." 

"Okay,  chum,"  he  replied,  ducking 
out  the  other  side  of  the  police  line. 
As  he  walked  down  the  narro^\'  path 
that  was  Sherman  Avenue,  his  rope- 
soled  shoes  made  a  crazy  slip-slop  on 


^aiiu  6 

on 

the  ^kohle 

l/Ue  never  close 

1 

i\.estaurant  -   L^oclita 
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the  pavement.    "Slip-slop,"  they  went. 

Soon  he  reached  the  camp-site.  No 
one  was  in  sight.  He  stood  on  his 
head  and  shrieked  like  an  apoplectic 
lynx— the  signal. 

A  head  poked  out  of  the  bush,  fol- 
lowed closely  by  a  body:  Pablum. 
"Ah,  offendi,"  he  grinned  slirnily, 
"you  have  returned." 

"Yes,"  he  replied.  "I  have  re- 
turned." 

"So  I  see.  The  Latrina  ^vaits  for 
you  in  the  sleeping  bag." 

"Una  momente.  Why  did  you  take 
out  the  exploding-powder  and  sub- 
stitute granulated  bagel-dough?" 

"Did  I  do  that?  Vala,  I  this  and 
that  on  my  that  and  this.  I  meant  to 
put  in  ground  hardtack.  I  am  sorry, 
senor,"  he  pleaded,  "I  knoweth  not 
what  I  do  these  days.  Ever  since  the 
carnival—"  Pablum  paused  signifi- 
cantly. 

He  understood.  He  remembered 
the  carnival,  when  a  sensuous  wench 
had  seized  Pablum  on  the  roller-coast- 
er, under  the  pretense  of  having  an 
attack  of  Dobey's  Itch,  and  had  nearly 
suffocated  him  beneath  her  giant  pec- 
torals. "I  understand,"  he  said  simply, 
"But  the  guapa.   What  of  her?" 

"You  mean  her  of  the  close-cropped 
hair,  her  of  the  sunlit  eyes,  her  of  the 
laughing  mouth  and  slack  jaw?" 

"Yes." 

"Her  of  the  dribbling  nose  and 
thick  ankles,  her  of  the  opposable 
eyeballs?" 

"Yes,"  he  said  fiercely.  "Yes,  yes, 
yes." 

"Senor,"  said  Pablum  warmly, 
"maybe  you  should  do  more  of  the 
scouting  around  before  you  settle  on 
this  muchacha.  I  know  that  most 
people  have  two  of  the  ears— but  hers 
are  both  on  the  same  side." 

"Get  thee  from  me,"  he  said  an- 
grily. "Cover  yourself  with  my  ob- 
scenity and  report  back  in  an  hour." 

Once  that  Pablum  had  gone,  kick- 
ing and  screaming,  he  felt  better.  "1 
must  find  my  guapa,"  he  said  to  him- 
self, not  listening  too  closely.  "I  inust 
have  her,  I  must,  must,  must.  Rutgers, 
Rutgers!    Fight,  fight,  fight!" 

Suddenly  he  saw  her  lying  curled  up 
in  the  sleeping-bag.  "Latrina,"  he 
cried. 

She    opened    her    eyes.     "You— you 
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J-JoAAhcim 

f  vlount  5,    Jj^nc. 
THE  FLORSHEIM  SHOP 

}62'\-2'i  Sherman  Ave.,  Evanston 


"But  perhaps  this-ah  this  ARTEMIS  JUNIOR  SLIP  will 
make  the  junior  figure  a  bit  more  er-ah  TANGIBLE!" 

Designer-approved    Artemis*    Jr.    slips    are    exclusive    at    ^ 
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Everywhere  it  goes  the 
assurance  of  Beech-Nut 
for  fine  flavor  goes  with  it 

Beech-Nut  Gum 


Those  who  late  ac- 
tive part  in  sport,  as 
well  as  those  who 
just  watch,  enjoy  the 
refreshing  flavor  of 
BEECH-NUT  GUM. 
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Meatball    (continued) 

have  come?"  she  asked,  unable  to  be- 
lieve that  ivhich  her  own  eyes  told 
her  A\'as  so. 

"I  have  come,"  he  replied  simply. 
"It  is  as  you  wish.  I  shall  be  with  you 
always,  nose-petal.  Remember  no 
matter  where  I  go,  no  matter  where  I 
may  be— I  shall  be  there." 

"I  shall  not  forget,"  she  cried  fierce- 
ly.   "Never,  never." 

When  he  awoke  some  time  later,  it 
was  some  time  later.  He  kicked 
around  the  bottom  of  the  bag  with 
his  feet.  Yes,  Latrina  was  there.  "I 
am  here  with  you,"  she  said. 

He  did  not  reply.  He  had  heard  a 
twig  crack  in  the  underbrush.  Quick- 
ly he  stuck  his  foot  in  her  mouth,  so 
that  she  could  not  cry  out.  Then  he 
drew  his  revolver.  It  revolved.  He 
withdrew  the  revolver. 

"Stay  here,"  he  commanded.  She 
nodded  meekly.  He  crawled  silently 
to  a  ledge  above  the  brush  and  lay 
there,  holding  his  weapon  in  his  hand. 
Looking  below,  he  sa-iv  a  shadowy 
figure.  He  lifted  his  arm  and  dropped 
the  weapon.  The  water-filled  paper 
bag  fell  straight  and  true,  slamming 
on  the  intruder's  head  with  a  dull 
plop.  Instantly  he  -(vas  on  the  in- 
truder, battling  and  scratching,  until 
the  limp  form  hung  over  his  arm 
like  a  tailor's  dummy.  It  \\as  a 
tailor's  dinnmy. 

Instantly   the  r.inip  -^vas   in   nn   up- 


RENT-A-CAR 

Drive  it  yourself 

Special  Rates  for  Long  Trips 

STEWART   RENT-A-CAR,    INC. 

1204  Chicago  Ave.  Evanston.   III. 


roar.  Slit-trenches  were  uncovered 
for  action,  sentries  took  their  posts 
and  buried  them  in  the  ground. 
"Gather  around,"  he  said. 

WHien  all  were  assembled,  he  spoke. 
'Triends,"  he  said,  "we  have  not 
enough  polo  ponies  for  all.  One  of 
us  must  stay  here  and  fight  off  the 
enemy  until  the  others  get  safely 
away.   ^Vho  \\ill  stay?" 

An  ann  went  slowly  into  the  air. 
It  was  Pablum's.  "May  I  please  leave 
the  room?"  he  said. 

"You  must  stay.  Are  there  any 
volunteers?  Very  ^vell,  I  shall  stay 
alone  until  all  of  thee  return  from 
battle." 

"You  must  not,"  sobbed  Latrina. 
"I  can  not  let  thee  stay."  She  clutched 
him  tightly. 

"Nay,  little  rabbit,"  he  said,  "I 
must  stay  alone.  One  of  us  must  re- 
main alive  to  carry  the  story  to  the 
newspapers." 

"I  do  not  care,"  she  said  fiercely. 
"Ne^vspapers,  schmewspapers,  xvhat's 
the  difference,  if  thou  love  me." 

"Thou  must  li\e,"  he  said  softly, 
stroking  her  ears  and  noting  for  the 
first  time  that  both  ^\ere  on  the  same 
side  after  all.  "Ringling  Brothers  has 
need  for  such  as  thee." 

"But-" 

"Do  not  argue."  He  kissed  her 
quickly.  "Noav  go— all  of  you.  Per- 
haps, some  day,  ive  shall  meet  again." 
He  retched. 

Both  broken  legs  curled  imder  him. 
He  stood  on  his  one  remaining  good 
leg,  Avatching  the'  procession  mo^•e  off 
through  the  dusk,  his  throat  tight  from 
the  noose  that  some  follower  had  lov- 
ingly placed  around  it  for  good  luck. 
"Good-bye,  Latrina,"  he  whispered. 
"Good-bve,  little  rabbit." 
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TOPS 

IN  IT'S  CLASS  .  .  . 

MY  SHOE  IS  air-o-magic 

Yes  sir,  AIR-0-MACIC  gets  top  choice  on  my  budget. 

Why?    Because  they're  tops  in  value,  as  well  as  style  and 

comfort!  Just  imagine  .  .  .  88  construction  features  that 

make  wearing  AIR-0-MAGICs  like  walking  on  air  .  .  . 

including    patented,    hand-moulded 

innersoles  that  cannot  ridge, 

wrinkle  or  irritate.  Yes  sir, 

here's  real  quality  . . . 

No  breaking-in  is 

necessary! 
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Moderately 
priced 

SOLD      BY      LEADING 
STORES     EVERYWH  ERE 

MARION  SHOE  DIVISION,  Daly  Bros.  Shoe  Co.,  Wlarion,  Ind. 
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LOVELY  CHRISTMAS  GIFTS 

TO  MAKE  YOUR 

CHRISTMAS 

SHOPPING 

EASY 


4    Piece    Cocktail    Set    with    gold 
inlay  on  wheat  design $5.50 


707  CHURCH  STREET 


ORE.  2450 
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There  have  been  frequent  rum- 
blings in  the  walls  of  the  Alpha  Chi 
house  dining  the  past  few  \veeks  about 
two  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Just  hun- 
gry Alpha  Chis  trying  to  find  a  way  to 
get  in  the  tightly  locked  kitchen.  Some 


^vit  placed  a  notice  on  the  bulletin 
board  about  a  boy  who  was  injured 
when  he  crashed  down  two  floors  in  a 
dumb  waiter. 

D.    G.    Polly    Ann    Moore    took    a 
Phi    Gam   pin   from   Warney   Davis. 


BALI    BRASSIERE   CO.,    INC     New  York  •  Chicago  .  los  Angeles 


Lois  Hale:  On  the  whole,  they're  a 
good  bunch  of  boys.  Quite  friendly 
and  all  that  stuff,  but  thev  seem  to 
have  a  little  too  much  fun.  A\'ith  all 
tlieir  interest  in  this  rah-rah  college 
life.  Particidarly  to  the  point  that 
thev  hardly  know  anyone  or  have  any 
friends  outside  of  their  own  fraternitv. 

Trudy  Flannegan:    Nothing. 

Jan  Coil:   They're  all  wonderful. 

Candy  Johnson:  Their  values  are 
slightly  mixed  up.  They  concentrate 
upon  making  girls  realize  v\hat  smooth 
beer  drinkers  they  are  when  actually 
nobody  cares.  The  majority  have 
come  to  college  for  the  sole  purpose 
of,  as  N.U.  people  say  it,  "party-party- 
ing." And  in  the  far  distant  past,  I 
heard  that  a  college  education  was 
supposed  to  prepare  you  for  your 
adult  life.  If  I  have  to  drink  beer  and 
go  to  parties  every  night  throughout 
my  adult  life,  I'd  just  as  soon  die 
young.  But  after  all,  women  do  drive 
men  to  drink. 

Sue  Renwick:  Almost  every  N.U. 
man  thinks  that  every  N.U.  girl  \\ants 
to  spend  every  night  on  "W^est  Campus 
drinking  beer  vv'ith  him— v\'hv  not  some 
originality  once  in  a  v\-hile?  Also  some 
individuality?  'Why  must  so  many  of 
them  be  so  conscious  of  the  Knob  Hill 
stretchino  from  Evanston  to  Lake  For- 

O 

est? 

Jan  Harper:  Most  N.L'.  fellows  are 
just  bovs  in  the  process  of  gro\\'ing  up. 


Marine  Liquor  Store  and  Cocktail  Lounqe 

First  Stop  from  campus 

Hnme  of  Gluek's  Stite 

Completely  stocked  for  your  convenience 


7644  Sheridan  Rd. 


Rogers  Pk.  55S7 
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Hank  McKinnies:  The  most  pro- 
found statement  that  I  can  think  ot 
is  hubba-hubba.  That's  all. 

Ray  Willeniain:  The  ratio  is  pretty 
good  and  e\erything  is  fine  except  the 
long  dresses. 

Norm  Oldendorf:  This  will  take 
a  lot  of  thought,  but  I'm  convinced 
that  N.U.  gals  have  their  share  of 
beauty. 

Herb  Higgins:  The  average  N.U. 
coed  is  cute  and  has  a  fine  personality, 
BUT  the  long  skirts  make  them  look 
like   Granny's  girlhood   tintype. 

Bob  Patchen:  I  love  'em  all,  but 
the  one  I  married  this  siminier  takes 
the  cake.  This  coeducational  idea  is 
O.K. 

Bill  Johnson:  I'm  not  very  pro- 
foiuid  at  this  moment,  but  I  have 
been  led  to  believe  that  all  N.U.  wom- 
en are  queens,  and  thus  far,  I  haven't 
found  anv  royal  blood. 

Vern  Pitcher:  Being  very  sincere, 
I  don't  think  the  long  skirts  have  im- 
proved their  appearance  a  helluva  lot. 

Bob  Douglas:  Sine  N.U.  is  noted 
for  its  beautiful  women,  but  those  days 
seem  to  be  fading  fast.  I  wish  the 
south  quads  -ivould  cooperate  a  little 
better  among  themselves. 

Carlyle  Freeborn:  Not  a  thing. 
Except  they're  i\'omen. 

Glenn  Church:  Many  of  them  come 
here  thinking  that  Northwestern  is 
the  country  chdD  school  of  the  middle 
west.    So,  they  get  sophisticated. 


Order  your  personal 

CHRISTMAS  CARDS 
NOW 

•  •     • 
Personal  Stationery 
for  Christmas  Gifts 

•  •     • 
Greeting  Cards 

for  Every  Occasion 

DAVIS  CARD  SHOP 

"The  House  of  Cards" 

614  Davis  St.      -      Uni.  7711 


Classic 
Barber  Shop 

1721  Sherman  Ave. 


Close  to  Campus 
The  Best  in  Town 


Ball  Drive -ii- yourself 

V 

Autos  tor  rent 
Hour,  day,  week  or  month 

Late    model    Fords,    Chevrolets,    Pl^mouths 

Radio    Equipped 
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TAIL  FEATHERS 


A  wedding   is   a   public   announce- 
ment of  a  private  intention. 


Taxi  driver:    "I  take  the  next  lurn, 
don't  I?" 

Muffled  voice  from  rear  seat;   "Oh, 
yeah?" 


'I'm  losing  my  punch!"  exclaimed  the 
coed  \\'ho   hastily  left  the  cocktail 
party. 


The  young  man  wandered  into  the 
tennis  tournament  and  sat  down  on 
the  bench.    "Whose  game?"  he  asked. 

A  shy  young  thing  sitting  next  to 
him  looked  up  hopefully.  "1  am,"  she 
replied. 


■  Conscience  is  the  thing  that  hurts 
Avhen  everything  else  feels  so  good. 


•She  -ivorc  a  black  garter  in  memory 
of  those  who  had  passed  beyond. 


RHYMES  FOR  THE  MASSES 

There  are  certain  kinds  of  people  of 
dubious  charms  that  never  ^vould  be 
missed. 

Like  the  folks  that  hum  at  concerts 
during  symphonies  by  Brahms 

And  rhapsodies  by  Liszt. 

There's  the  fellow  ^vho  -ivears  black 
knit  ties  and  dirty  white  buck  shoes 

The  people  who  leave  messages  in  tele- 
phonic booths, 

.\nd  the  em]jt\-headed  coed  who  in- 
sists on  quoting  Joyce 

And  answers  her  professors  in  a 
slightly  British  voice, 

.\nd  that  iiliotic  nuisance  the  exhibi- 
tionist. .  .  . 

\Ve're  sure  they'd  not  be  missed. 

There's  the  maladjusted  English  prof 
who  ahvays  quotes  from  Greek 

And  affects  a  classic  lisp  .  .  .  he's  on 
oiu-  list. 

-Vnd  the  female  at  the  mo\"ies  -^v'ho 
anon  emits  a  shriek 

At  a  disconnected  fist  .  .  .  she'd  never 
be  missed. 

The  gi'V  Avho  says  "from  ^vhere  I  sit," 

Sex-jokesters  in  the  Wido^v. 

The  reprobates  in  A&E  with  a  pseudo- 
queer  libido. 

The  idiot  who  closes  \'  ith  a  timorous 

'one  heart' 
riicn  finesses  all  the  honors  with  an 
insuperable  art. 

And  the  prof  who  makes  up  quizzes 
with  a  complicated  'twist' 

We're  sure  they'd  not  be  missed. 

But  they  never  seem  to  graduate. 

Fate. 

*  *  * 

Betty  is  so  gruesome 
We  make  a  fearful  twosome. 
But  when  I  have  a  snootiful 
Betty  is  qiute  beautiful. 

*  *  * 

There  \\as  a  yoimg  lady  from  Maine 

^Vhose  face  was  exceedingh  plain. 

But  her  ilad  had  a  cellar 

They  say  ^vas  a  heller, 

So  the  boys  came  again  and  again. 


Page     38 


PURPLE     PARROT 


REMEMBERS  WHEN 


The  Kaywoodie  organization  was  18  years  old 
when  the  clipper  "Glory  of  the  Seas"  was  launched 
at  Donald  McKay's  Boston  shipyard,  pictured  here. 
Kaywoodie  briar  is  seasoned  according  to  formulas 
proven  by  96  years,  to  provide  smoking  enjoyment. 
It  is  selected  by  our  own  experienced  men  with 
life-long  knowledge.  Kaywoodie's  Synchro-Stem 
"drinkless"  fitment  has  proven  to  be  the  best  that 
pipe-smokers  ever  had.  For  fullest  enjoyment  of 
smoking,  get  Kaywoodie.  Kaywoodie  Company, 
New  York  and  London,  630  Fifth  Avenue,  New 
York  20.  Pocket  size  instruction  book  on  request. 


All  Kaywoodie  Pipes  are  available  in  a  variety  of  shapes.  Drinkless 
Kaywoodie  $3.50,  Super-Grain  $5,  Relief-Grain  iroughi  $7.50, 
Flame -Grain  $10,  Silhouette  iroughi  $10,  Meerschaum -Lined 
$12.50,  Connoisseur  $15,  "Ninety-Fiver"  $20,  Centennial  $25. 

©  1947 


"Silhouette"  Kmjwoodie,  $10.  New 
Shape  No.  59.  "Silhouettes," 
rough-surface,    light-weight 
pipes,   come   in   other  shapes 
also,  SIO.  Initials  may  he  cut 
in  solid  band  at  jeweler's. 
Solid  hand  is  in  "Silhou- 
ettes," "Ninety-Fiver" 
$20,    and    Centennial 
Kaywoodies  $25,  ordy. 
Always  look  for  Clov- 
erleaf   trade    mark 
and     name     Kay- 
woodie on  pipe. 


■®. 


^-^^  M^PYW'OODIE" 
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"Kaywoodie  Briar"  means 
briar  imported  by  us,  se- 
lected to  meet  our 
exacting  require- 
ments, and  sea- 
soned by  our 
processes  for  Kay- 
woodie Pipes. 


.M^^C^-'  ^  , 


When 


"KAYWOODIE   REMEMBERS  WHEN", 

America's  clippers  ruled  the  seas,  the  Kaywoodie  organi- 
zation was  importing  the  finest  Mediterranean  briar,  mak- 
ing the  best-smoking  pipes.  The  clipper  ships  are  gone, 
but  the  Kaywoodie  organization  has  grovvTi,  and  Kay- 
woodies are  the  world's  No.  1  pipe  today.  (Photo  1869, 
from  Peabody  Museum,  Salem,  Mass. ) 


MOULTIXGS 


"Fa  la  la  la  la,  la  la  .  .  la,  la.  Tis  the 
season  to  be  jolly.  .  ."  and  so  forth  and 
so  forth.  Wake  up  and  live,  students, 
the  egg-nog  season  is  upon  us,  with  all 
its  charities,  drunks,  traditions,  or  what 
have  you.  Leave  us  take  a  few  moments 
and  get  a  new  slant  on  that  old  adage 
and  oft-chosen  high  school  theme  title, 
"What  does  Christmas  mean  to  me?" 

We  were  exchanging  pleasantries  the 
other  aft  with  a  little  dolly  who  had 
been  doing  some  really  serious  thinking 
on  the  subject,  knowing  definitely  and 
indubitably  that  she  was  getting  a  huge 
and  juicy  conwertible  from  old  Nick, 
on  accounta  because  people  thought  she 
was  so  pretty  and  because  she  always 
is  making  with  the  "Gimme,  gimme," 
especially  around  Yuletide  season.  This 
particular  jane  of  which  we  speak  came 
out  last  year.  Her  old  man  comes  out 
in  ten. 

"Don  we  now  our  gay  apparel,  fa  la 
la  la  la,  la  la  .  .  la,  la " 

Then  to  some  of  you  advocators  of 
rah-rahism,    the    next    few    weeks    will 


mean  nothing  more  than  a  continuous 
session  of  being  completely  and  utterly 
schnocked!  "Glasses  clinking,  people 
stinking.  .  .  ."  This  broad  classification 
includes  all  the  gay  ones  who  approach 
with  a  gleam  in  eye  and  a  "Les  you  and 
me  play  Santy  Claws,  baby,"  or  those 
who,  upon  being  approached,  shyly 
reply,  "O.K.,  brawny  one,  but  by  gawd, 
I  better  get  that  fur  coat!" 

(Soft  sleigh  bells)  And  so  we  leave 
the  leetle  veelage  of  Evanston  on  the 
Verge-of-CoUapse  and  our  happy  danc- 
ing, merry,  young  people,  til  we  return 
again  next  year  at  this  time,  when  we 
will  once  more  take  quill  in  hand  to 
bring  to  you  our  theme,  "How  col- 
'.eglately  stinking  can  one  stinking  col- 
lege get!" 

And  without  another  word's  delay, 
let  us  now  turn  to  the  more  altruistic 
members  of  our  happy  brotherhood 
here  at  good  ol'  N.U.  (Quickly!  Wipe 
away  that  tear.  .  .  .)  We  were  exchang- 
ing additional  pleasantries  (Gad,  but 
we  ARE  congenial)  with  another  little 
skirt  (we  know  too  damn  many  girls) 
the  other  day  who  had  the  true  Christ- 
mas spirit  if  we've  ever  seen  it.  After 
telling  us  of  all  her  many  charitable 
donations  and  the  exact  amounts  of 
each,  she  proudly  displayed  the  lovely 
argyle  socks  she  was  knitting  for  her 
Joe.   (Joe  bought  the  yarn,  of  course.) 


Yes,   indeed,   they   WERE   lovely.    Joe       j 
could  have  done  better  himself.  I 

"Toll  the  ancient  yuletide  carol,  fa 
la  la  la  la,  la  la  .  .  la,  la.  .  .  ." 

Ah  now,  you  lucky  ones  upon  whom 
(thanks  to  this  same  old  Christmas) 
Florida  suns  ...  or  sons,  as  the  case 
may  be  .  .  .  will  soon  fall!  Leave  us  turn 
our  kindly  old  eyes  on  you.  May  the 
gods  shower  their  blessings  on  you,  and 
may  you  all  get  beautifully  bronzed  so 
that  you  can  bring  your  respective 
bodies  back  come  January  and  flaunt 
them  all  in  our  ashen  faces.  Now,  won't 
that  be  fun?  Wheee!  To  you  we  say, 
have  fun,  kiddies;  be  smooth;  but  do 
bear  in  mind  that  old  goodie  of  a  nur- 
sery-rhyme, or  limerick,  or  whatever  it 
was,  "Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men." 

But  don't  get  us  wrong.  It's  Christ- 
mas time,  and  we  love  it!  Only  umpty- 
more  shopping  days  til  same,  and  after 
all,  you  don't  have  to  know  p>op"s  size 
to  get  him  a  tie.  And  that  sweet  old 
institution,  the  faculty,  in  the  true  spirit 
of  giving,  will  soon  be  bestowing  upon 
us  a  set  of  beautiful  little  blue  books, 
complete  with  many  mimeographed 
pages  of  academic  sentiments. 

Well  now!  Aren't  we  the  old  meanies, 
though.  Seriously,  kids,  pay  no  heed  to 
our  torments,  and  do  have  fun  this 
season.  Pause  a  moment  and  consider, 
in  spite  of  all  our  griping,  how  really 
fortunate  we  in  the  U.S.  are  to  be  hav- 
ing a  Christmas  at  all.  These  days,  in 
these  and  so  many  other  comfortable 
respects,  we  are  in  the  minority,  you 
know. 

The  Co-eds 
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Are  von  (loiigh-shv?  Get  us!  We  3:ive  the 
stufi  away.  Folding  money,  too.  \es  sir. 
Pepsi-Cola  Co.  pays  tioni  §1  to  .'jlo  tor 
gags  you  send  in  and  we  print.  \S  liy  \\orr\ 
about  an  lionest  liying?  This  is  easier. 
Just  send  your  stuff,  along  with  your 
name,  address,  school  and  class,  to  Easy 
Money  Department,  Box  A,  Pepsi-Cola 
Co.,  Long  island  City,  N.  Y.  All  eontrihu- 
tions  become  the  property  of  Pepsi-Cola 
Co.  We  pay  only  for  those  ^^e  print. 

There's  nothing  to  it — as  you  can  see 
from  the  samples  below.  If,  by  coinci- 
dence, the  words  "Pepsi-Cola"  turn  up 
some\vhere  in  your  gag.  don't  \vorry  about 
it.  \^  e  don't  mind.  (Matter  of  fact,  we 
kind  of  like  it.)  So  start  your  stuff  in  now 
— for  Easy  Money. 


GOOD  DEAL  ANNEX 

Sharpen  up  those  gags,  gagsters!  At  the  end 
of  the  year  (if  we  haveiiH  laughed  ourselves 
to  death)  we're  going  to  pick  the  one  hest 
item  we've  hought  and  award  it  a  fat  extra 

$100.00 


LITTLE  MORO^  CORNER 


Our  well-known  moron-about- 
campus,  Murgatroyd  —  now  a  stu- 
dent in  the  school  of  agriculture — 
has  developed  a  new  theory  on 
sheep-feeding.  He  makes  a  daily 
ration  of  Pepsi-Cola  an  important 
part  of  their  diet.  "Duuuuuuuuh. 
of  course,"  said  Miugatroyd  re- 
cently, when  questioned  as  lo  his 
reasoning,  "everybody  knows  that 
Pepsi-Cola  is  the  drink  for  ewe!" 

$2  apiece,  believe  it  or  not. 
for  any  of  these   we  buy! 


Get  Funny  .  . .  Win  Money  . . .  Write  a  Title 


This  is  easy  as  falling  off  a  log.  A  small  log,  that  is.  Just  send  us  a  caption  for 
this  cartoon.  The  best  line  gets  85.  Or  you  can  send  in  cartoon  ideas  of  your 
own.  For  cartoon  ideas  we  buy,  we  pay  SIO  apiece  .  .  .  §15  if  you  draw  them. 
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WfyDef'fiit'ons 


Here's  a  column  that  must  have  some 
deep  underlying  significance.  Darned 
if  we  know  what,  though.  All  we  know 
is  thai  these  rale  a  huck  each  —  and 
the  daffier,  the  hetter. 

Frustration  —  having  a  Pepsi-Cola  and 
no  bottle-opener. 

Stork ^ — bird  with  a  big  hill. 

Professor — textbook  wired  for  sound. 


Thirst — obsolete  term:  dates  hack  to 
pre-Pepsi-Cola  era. 

( 'ooperation — one  bottle  of  Pepsi  with 
Iwo  straws. 

*        #        * 

Favitig  SI  apiece  for  these  is  like 
giving  YOU  a  iicense  to  commit 
burglary.  But — $1  apiece  for  those 
tve  buy. 


X 
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CHESTERFIELDS  OF  COURSE- 

THERE'S   LOTS   MORE   SMOKING    PLEASURE   TO   THEM 


-SAYS 
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Cap)Tigh[  19*1^,  LiGCiETT  fie  Myers  Tobacco  Co, 


HESTERFIELD  | 
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